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JOHN ANSTER. 



• Now Lord Bishop of Ossory, &c. 



PRE FACE. 



It is gratifying to me to seo tliis Book reprinted 
in Germany, In England it Las been long out of 
print, and I have to tliank Baron Tnuchnila's courtesy 
in communicating to mo liis wish tLiit this — tfie tbird 
German edition — should appear aa ono of liis series of 
English translations from German authors, for rousing 
me from the indolent dolay, which has for many years 
prevented me from having it republUhed. 

Largo extracts from this translation were printed 
many years ago in "Blackwood's Magazine." Their 
publication in the "Magazine" was probably the first 
detailed notice which the Enghsh public had of the 
Poem. In England we had our popular Btories of 
Faust; his "Tragical Life and Death" formed the 
subject of balladd and dramas. The "Devil and Dr. 
Fanatus " figured everywhere in puppet-play exhibi- 
tion, "The story," says Wartou, ivriting at the close 
of the last century — and who *as himself fond of 
witnessing all such exhibitions — "frightens children 
at puppet-shows in the country-towns." When I first 
ventured on a translation of Goethe's Poem, it was 
lAtural that I should have called the hero ii(A"'?waSt^ 






but "Panstus" — the namo by whicb alone he was 
known in England. The legend is of couree Ger- 
man; bnt our Marlowe seems, as is acknowledged 
by Lessing — who was liimself engaged with the sub- 
ject — to have been the first who felt its dramatic 
capabilities. To have written the name "Faust," not 
"Fanstus," could scarcely have been done, when my 
extracts from the Poem were first published. There 
would he some inconvenience in now continuing this 
designation, and perhaps some impropriety in calling 
Goethe's Poem by any other name than that which he 
gave it. It may, however, be mentioned, that in 

■ the Second Part the hero is now and then called 
"Faustus," and it was Goethe's habit in conversation 
80 to name him. 
A few passages — very few — of this Book have tlie 
character of pajaphrase-, and these, perhaps, I might he 
disposed to alter, if it were not that when a reader of the 
original, who is led to look at the translation, complains 
of this, I incline to think that he does not sufficiently 
consider the position of those readers of whom chiefly, if 

knot alone, a translator should think, "Translations," says 
Jolinson, "are for people who cannot read the original," 
What such a critic as I have imagined complains of 
as paraphrase, may in some cases he absolutely necessary 
to render intelligible the full thought of the German 
irords', may at times be necessary for the purpose of 
preserving some peculiar form of expression — meta- 
phorical or even literal — which the translator thinks 



be preeerved on any other conditions iLan those in- 
volved in what is called paraphraBe. 

An inconvenience of more moment may seem to 
arise Jrom the nse of paj-aplirase in the translatioa 
of a Poem ho popular in Germany that many lines 
have passed into proverbs, and are familiarly introduced 
ID writing and conversation in a variety of applica- 
tions. These, it may be said, should be given literally. 
Could it be imagined as possible under any circum- 
stances that by any form of translation this effect 
conld he produced in another country, there might be 
some meaning in tvhat I feel to be a plausible objec* 
tion; but a little consideration will show that where 
there is in the original an epigrammatic condensation 
of thonght, it may be necessary, even when the trans- 
lator has preserved or sought to preserve the epigram- 
matic form, for him to add a line or two expanding 
the compressed expression of his author, for the pur- 
pose of rendering it at once intelligible. I feel that 
thus only could many parts of the Poem he even 
readable in English. However, I am saying too 
much on a subject that does not affect as many as 
half-a-dozen pages in the volume. I allowed my- 
self no liberties except those implied in the fact that 
I was translating a Foent, and was writing in the 
hope that the translation itself — at however bumble 
a distance from Goethe's great Work — might be re- 
cogniEed as a Poem. I ha-ve claimed no privileges 
^^^^ich the exigencies of the tasks they had undertaken 
^HU-dot compel ancb masters of the ^U ^o'wna «t 
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laagnage as Dryden and Coleridge to avail tlicmselTefl 
of — and without the free exercise of which, to trana- 
iato any poem faitlifully would, I believe, be impos- 
aible. 

After such an interval as has elapsed since the 
first publicRtiou of Uiia translation, it ia impossible 
that it should not now. and then have occurred to me 
to wish to make some changes. This will happen to 
one even in the republication of an original work — 
how much more in reprinting a translation, particu- 
larly where the work translated has been the subject 
■of so much criticism, and where many eminent writers 
have sought to show this and the other passage in 
some new light. Perhaps the feeling that some chauges 
might be here and there necessary, or miglit be ex- 
pected, has been one of the causes of my hesitating 
to reprint the volume; but in truth, though I have 
looked over many of the books about Faust, which 
day after day appear in Germany and France, I have 
met with little that would lead me to any useful 
change; and I feel that any great changes of a printed 
poem are on the whole undesirable. I almost agree 
with Goethe in what he says in a letter which I find 
in the last book published in England of the "Goethe- 
litteratur," Slater's franslation of "Goethe's Letters 
to Leipzig Friends:" — "A printed book is like a 
dried fresco painting; it admits of no alteration." A 

passages, however, have been altered. The changes 
«re for the most part unimportant. 

There are a few passages in blank verse where 





I written ia rliyme. As to the occasional 
use of blank verse by the transJator, tlie example of 
it§ use has boen given by Goethe in the Poem, which 
shows that ia iiia view it was not inconsistent with the 
character of the Work; and in a continuation of Faust 
by KoBCakranz — an intelligent student of Goethe's 
poetry — the same form is &eely adopted. 1 have 
no distinct recollection of what may have influenced 
me in writing any particular pasBage — perhaps often 
mere accident; but it appears to me that our dramatic 
blank verse, which I have occasionally written in, hj 
its trochaic endings, enables a translator to preserve the 
character of Goethe's versification, which would have 
been lost had I ventured hy the use of pure iambic 
lines essentially to vary his forms. To have lost the 
trochee endings of the lines, would have been to alter 
the character of Goethe's verse essentially. To have, 
wherever such lines occur In my translation, sought 
to wed them to rhyme, would not do in a language 
where, as hitherto written in England, such rhyme, 
in serious poetry, only appears as an accidental 
variety. In the translations of Danta hy the writer, 
known under the name of "Phil ale thes," and ia 
that by Longfellow, the wish, to preserve something 
of the efiect of the Italian versification, Leib led 
both of these eminent men to prefer the use of lines 
with trochaic endings to the pure iambic, even at the 
sacrifice of rhyme. The preservation of the metre 
itself was felt by them of more moment, even in Dante 
— vhere the perpetual recnrrence of (he same sounds 
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is forced upon the ear and mind — than the rhyme,, 
which, after all, is chie&y of value as marking and 
timing the metre. But I must not continue this topic. 
To comment in the way of apology or of defence on 
what I have done or omitted cannot be pleasant to 
me. And perhaps I ought to add that there are cases 
in which, could I reproduce the forms of the original, 
I should be tempted to think of the general effect, and 
rather to rely on forms -with which our literature is 
familiar, than intermpt the effect of a powerful pas- 
sage by imitating some unimportant peculiarity — 
perhaps accidental — of expression or of metre. 

I would not willingly be regarded as insensible to 
the effect with which some scenes of the first Faust 
have been brought beforo the pnblic in music, in 
painting, and in engraving; but I feel that on the 
whole they have seldom been true to the spirit of the 
Poem. The figure of Margaret is brought out with 
more prominence than was quite the Poet's purpose; 
and in dramatic exhibition the object of the Poet has 
been altogether disregarded and defeated by represent- 
ing — for the sake of a show-scene — the fate of 
Fanatns, as given in Marlowe and the old story-books. 
Even were the first part to be regarded as a fragment, 
this would be a misrepresentation of the fragment, 
involving a misinterpretation of every scene. In our 
day it is not improbable that the first and second 
parts will long be regarded as distinct poems, each 
interesting to a different body of readers; hut I have 

doubt that the time will come, as Goethe antici- 



pikted, when both will 1)6 felt to be in eadre hannony 
with each other, and that the criticiBm will he for- 
gotten which tells us this part was written at Home — 
this at Weimar — this at one period — that at 
another; that it will be felt, not as the poem of his 
yoath, or of his old age, bat of his Ufe. We are 
often told that at one time in Italy nothing of Dante 
bnt the "Inferno," and of it only this or that favourite 
passage was generally read. Those who eojoy Dante 
now, think as often of the "Pargatory" and the "Para- 
dise" — candcas at one time comparatively disregarded. 
In the same way we find the "Faust" dealt with; but 
it cannot long be so. Each day in Crermany, in 
France, and in England, new comments or new trans- 
lations appear; and in some of the Universities and 
edncatioual establishments of Germany lectureships have 
been founded for the explanation and illustratian of a 
Poem in which the nation sees not the story of Paust 
alone, and man's aspirations as in the old puppet- 
plays and the modem Teraiona of the legend, bnt who 
find in it every where a record of the Poet's own life 
— of his own aspirings - — of his fortunes — and of 
his friends. 

" Tha PUlnl punuai with taira, 
The grandsrec ttiraugh Llfa'i libjclotblne wutu, 

ClieUed, ilul of balf life's Uiile day." 

The Poem was the work of his life — it was as 
far as he could, too, the secret of his life. I had 
thought of transcribing some sentences from Catus, 
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the eminent phyaiologist and botaniBt — lint I prefer 
rcfcixing to Lis publications of the last two or 
threa years on the subject of his intercourse with 
Goethe, to making the attempt of abridging what he 
says. A sentenco from Marmier must coucluda this 
preface, already too long. 

"C'dtait I'CBuyre choisie de Goetlie, c'dtatt I'enfant 
bien-aim4 ponr leqnel il ss plaisait k amasser les 
richeases de la science, et les fruits prdcieui de I'inapi- 
ration. C'^tait la riante pene^o, I'amie de aa jeunesse, 
la compagne de son ftge mtlr, c[ui avait pris I'habitude 
de le BTiivTO dans ses veilles, de le visiter dans ses 
r^ves, de vivre avec Ini dans la solitude et dans le 
monde. II la portait doncement, mystdriensement au 
fond du ccear, comme nit amant porte le secret de son 
premier amour. 11 n'en r^y^lait pas les progrfes, il 
n'en disait ni le nom, ai les caprices, ui les beant^s; 
henreux de s'^tre exA& ainsi sa Galat^e, il se plaisait 
k la fiure monvoir devaut lui, i la r^chauffer sur sa 
poitrine, k lai donner chaqne jour nne nonvelle yie 
avec sa parole d'artiste. Mais elle ^tait pour lui, pour 
lai aeul, et ei d'autres regards venaient I'^pier, il tirait 
le rideaa sur sou chef'd'ceuvre. Une fois il ^tait: 
sombre, pensif an nulieu da monde, et il songeait k 
Boa Faust Une autre fois un roi veuait le voir et il 
qoittait ce roi avec plaisir ponr retonmer encore k 
FansL" — -Mahmibk, Mudea sur Gosthe, page 166. 



FAUST. 



DEDICATION. 



Aqaih, in deepening beauty, ya float near, 
Forma, dimly imaged in the daya goiio by — 

la that old fancy to the heart still dear? 
To that old spell will ye again reply? 

Ye throng before my view, divinely clear, 
Like sunbeams conqnering a cloudy skyl 

Then have me at yonr willl My bosom burns, 

Magic is breathing — yonth and joy rGtnmsl 



Pictorea yon bring with you of happy years , 
Loved shades of other days are rising fast 

First-love with early Friendship reappears 
Like half remembered legends of the past. 

"Wonnda bleed anew; — the Plaint pursues with tei 
The wanderer through life's labyrinthine waste; 

And names the Good, already past away, 

Cheated, alas! of half life's little day. 



2 DEDICATION. 

Bat, ah! Hhej cannot hear my closing song, 

Those hearts, for whom its earlier notes were tried; 

Departed is, alas! the friendly throng, 

And dnmb the echoes all, that first replied. 

If some still live this stranger world among, 
Fortune hath scattered them at distance wide; 

To men unknown my griefs I now impart, 

Whose very praises leave me sick at heart. 

Again it comes! a long unwonted feeling — 
A wish for that calm solemn spirit-land; 

My wavering song lisps faint, like murmurs, stealing 
O'er wool's harp by varying breezes fanned. 

Tears follow tears, my weaknesses revealing. 
And silent shudders show a heart unmanned; 

What is, in the far distance seems to be, 

The Fast, the Past alone is true to me. 



FAUST. 



PRELUDE AT THE THEATRE. 



MANAGEH. DRAMATIC Pi 



My two good frienda, on whoni I have depended, 
At all tunes to aseiEt me aud advise; 
Aid yonr old friend once moro — to-night he tries, 
(And greatly fears the fsta that may attend it) 
For German lands a novel enterprise. 
To please the public I am moat desirons: 
"Live and let live," has ever "been their maxim, 
Gladly tLoy pay the trifle that we tax 'em, 
And gratttude should with new zeal inspire ns. 
Our temporary theatre's erected, 
Planks laid, posts raised, and aoraothing is expected. 
Already have the audience ta'cn their station, 
With eye-browH lifted np in expectation; 
Thonghtftil and tranquil all — with hopes excited , 
Disposed to bo amused — amazed — delifrhted! 
I* 
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4 FAUST. 

I know the people's taste — their whims — caprices^ 

Could always get up popular new pieces; 

But never have I been before so harassed 

As now — so thoroughly perplezt, embarrassed! 

Every one reads so much of every thing: 

The books they read are not the best, 'tis true: 

But then they are for ever reading — reading! 

This being so, how can we hope to bring 

Any thing out, that shall be good and new? 

What chance of now as formerly succeeding? 



How I delight to see the people striving 
To force their way into our crowded booth, 
Pouring along, and fighting, nail and tooth. 
Digging with elbows, through the passage driving. 
As if it were St Peter's gate, and leading 
To something more desirable than Eden; 
Long before pour, while daylight's strong as ever, 
All hurrying to the box of the receiver. 
Breaking their necks for tickets — thrusting — jamming, 
As at a baker's door in time of famine! 



On men so various in their disposition. 
So different in manners — rank — condition; 
How is a miracle like this effected? 
The poet — he alone is the magician. 
On thee, my friend, we call — from thee expect it. 



POET, 

Oh, tell me not of the tumultuous crowd, 

My powers desert me in the noisy throng; 

Hide, hide from me the multitude, whose loud 

And dizzy whirl would hurry me along 

Against my will; and lead me to some lone 

And gileut vale — some scene in fairy-land. 

There only will the poet's heart expand, 

Surrendered to the impulses of song, 

Lost in delicious visions of ita own, 

Where Love and Friendship o'er the heart at rest 

'Watch through the flowing hours, and we are hlestl 



■ Thoughts hy the soul conceived in silent joy, 
Sounds of(«n muttered by the timid voice, 
TVied by the nice ear, delicate of choice, 
Till we at last are pleased, or self- deceived. 
The whole a rabble's madness may destroy; 
And this, when, after toil of many years. 
Touched and retouched, the perfect piece appears 
To challenge praise, or win unconscious tears, 
As the vain heart too easily believed; 
Some sparkling, showy thing, got up in haste, 
Brilliant and light, will catch the passing taste. 
1"he truly great, tie genuine, the sublime 
Wins its slow way in silence; and the bard, 
Unnoticed long, receives from after-time 
The imperishable wreath, his best, hia sole reward! 



MR. MERRYMAN. 

Enough of this cold cant of future ages, 
And men hereafter doting on yonr pages; 
To prattle Urns of otter times is pleasant:, 
And all the while neglect our own, the present. 
Why, what if I too — Mister Merryman — 
In my vocation acted on your plan? 
If on the unborn we squander our exertion, 
WIio will supply the living with diversion? 
And, clamour as you, authors, may ahout it. 
They want amusement — will not go without it; 
Juat look at me, a fine young dashing fellow — 
My very face works "wonders, let me tell yon; 
— Kow my way, for your gTiidance I may mentiou - 
PleasB but yourself, and feel no apprehension. 
Tlie crowd will share the feelings of the poet, 
The praise ho seeks they liberally bestow it: 
The more that come, the better for the writer; 
Each flash of wit is farther felt — seems brighter, 
And every little point appreciated, 
By some one in the circle over-rated. 
All is above its value estimated: 
Take courage then, — come — now for a chef-d' ceuvrs ~ 
To make a name — - to live, and live for ever — 
Call Fancy up, with her attendant troop, 
Ebasou and Judqmekt, Passion, Melascholt, 
Wit, Fbblinq, and among the choral group 
Do not forget the little darling, FollyI 



But above all, give tliem enough of action-, 
He who gives most, will give most aatisfaction; 
They come to see a thmo — no work whatever, 
Unless it be a show, can win their favour; 
ITien, afi they wish it, let them gape and stare; — 
Crowd scene on scene — enough and still to spare. 
A show is what they want; they love and pay for it; 
Spite of its serious parts, sit through a play for it; 
And he who gives one is a certain favourite; 
Would you please many, yon must give good measure; 
Then each finds something in^t to yield him pleasure; 
The more you give, the greater sure your chance is 
To please, hy varying scenes, euch various fauciea. 
The interest of a piece, no doubt, increases 
Divided thus, and broken into pieces. 
We want a dish to hit the common taste; 
Then hash it up and serve it out in hastel 
And, for my part, methinks it little matters: 
Though you may call your work a finished whole, 
The public soon will tear this whole to tatters, 
L . And but on piecemeal ports their praises dole. 



Tou cannot think how very mean a task, 
How humbling to the genuine artist's mind, 
To furnish such a drama aa you ask: 
The poor pretender's bungling tricka, \ fini, 
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Are now eBtablished as the rules of trade, — 
Becelpts — by which encceBBfiil playa are m.ndel 



Sach an objection is of little weight 
Against my reasoning. If a person cboosos 
To work effectively, no donbt he nses 
The instnunent that's most appropriate. 
Yonr play may — for yonr audience — he too good; - 
Coarse lumpish logs are they of clumsy wood — 
Blocks — with the hatchet only to be hewedl — 
One comes to drive away ennui or spleen; 
Another, with o'erloadei paunch from table; 
A third, than all the rest less tolerable. 
From reading a review or magazlae. 
Hither all haste, anticipate delight, 
As to a Masque, desire each face illuming, 
And each, some novel character assuming, 
Place for awhile their own half out of sight 
The ladies, too, tricked ont in brilliant gear. 
Themselves ambitious actresses appear, 
And, though unpiud, are still performers here. 
What do you dream, in your poetic pride? 
Think you a full house can be satisfied 
And eveiy auditor an ardent cheerer? 
Pray, only look at them a little nearer; 
One half are cold spectators, inattentive; 
The other dead to every fine inceotivoj 
One fellow's thinking of a game of cards; 
, One on a wild night of intosicatian: 



^liy court for euch a. set tLs kind regards 

Of the coy Muse — lier liighest fascioatioa? 

I tell tliee only, give enoug-li — enough; 

Still more and more — uo matter of what stuff, 

You cannot go astray; let all your \'iews 

Be only for the moment to amuee, 

To keep tliem in amazement or distraction; 

Man is incapable of Eatiiifaction. 

"Wty, what affects you thus — is't inapiratioa? 

A reverie? — ohi can it be vexiitiou? 



Go, and eleewhei'c some fitter servant find; 

"What! ehall the poet squander then away, 

For thy poor purposes, hiiaself, his mind, 

Profane the gift, which Nature, when she gave 

To him, to him entrusted for mankind, 

— Their birthright — thy poor bidding to obey, 

And sink into an humble trading slave!' 

Whence is his power all human hearts to win. 

And why can nothiug his praud march oppose, 

As through all elements the conqueror goes? 

Oh, is it not the harmony within, 

The music, that hath for its dwell iug-p lace 

His own rich soul? — the heart lliat can receive 

Again into itself, again embrace 

The world it clothed with beauty and hade live? 

With uuregarding hand when Nature throws 

Upon the spindle the dull length of thread, 

That on, still on, in weary samenesa ftowe, 
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When all tilings, that in unison agreeing, 

Shonld join to form tbe happy web of Being 

Aro tangleil in inextricable strife: 

Who can awake the blank monotony 

1"o monsnred order? Wiio upon the dead 

Unthinking cliaos breathe the charm of life, 

Uestore tlie disBonant to harmony, 

A.nd bid the jarring individual be 

A cliord, that, in the general consecration, 

Bears part with all in mni^ical relation? 

Wlio to the tempest's rage can give a voice 

Like human passion? hid the serious mind 

Glow with the colouring of the sanset hoars? 

Wlio in the dear path scatter spring's first flowers, 

VThen wanders forth the laiye of Ms choice? 

Wlio of tlie valueless green leaves can bind 

A wreath — the artist's proudest ornament — 

Or, round the conquering hero's brow entwined 

The best reward his country can present? 

WTioiie voice is fame? who gives na to inherit 

Olympus, and the loved Elysian field? 

Tho soul of MAN sublimed — man's soaring spirit 

Seen iu the poet, gloriously revealed. 



MR. MEKRYMAN. 

poet yet should regulate his fandes, 
ike that of life should get np hia romances; 
ttt a chanoe meeting — tLen the young folk tany 
tg;ether — toy and trifle, eigh and marry. 
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Are lint'd for ever, scarcely half in tending it, 

Once met — 'tis fiied — no cltangiug and no 

mending it 
Tbus a. romance runs: fortune, then reverBes; 
Kapture, then coldness; bridal dresses — hearses; 
The lady dying — letters from the lover, 
And, ere you think of it, the thing is over. 
Shift your scenes rapidly; write fast and gaily, 
Give, in your play, the life we witness daily; 
The life which all mea live, yet few men notice, 
Yet which will please ('tis very strange, but bo 'tia), 
Will please, when forced again on their attention. 
More than the wonders of remote invention; 
Glimmerings of truth — calm sentiment — Bmart Btric- 

turea — 
Aotora in bastle — clonds of moving pictures — 
The young will crowd to see a work, revealing 
Their own hearts to themselves; in soL'tade 
Will feast on the remembered visiona — stealing 
For frenzied passion its voluptuous food: 
Unbidden smiles and tears nnconscioua start. 
For oh! the secrets of the poet's art, 
"What are they but the dreams of the young heart? 
Ohl 'tis the yonng enjoy the poet's mood, 
Float with him oo imagination's wing, 
Think all his thoughts, are hia in every thing, 
Are, while they dream not of it, all they see: 
Tonth — youth is the tree time for eympathy. 
This is the sort of drink to take the town; 
Flavour it to their taste, thEy gnlp it doira. , 



SUf 
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Your true admirer is the ^eneroua spirit, 

Unformed, imspoited, lie feels all kindred merit 

As if of his own being it were part, 

And growing with the growth of his own heart; 

Feels gratitude, beoaoBe he feels that truth 

Is taught him by the poet — this is Youth; 

Mothing can please your grown ones, they're bo knowing. 

And no one thanka the poet but the growing. 



Give me, oh! give me back the days 
When I — 1 too — was young — 
And felt, as they now f<?el, each coming hour 
New conscjougneas of power, 
Oh happy, happy time, above all praise! 
Then thoughts on thoughts and crowding fancies sprung. 
And found a language in unbidden laye; 
Unintermitted streams from fountains ever flowing. 
Then, as I wander'd free. 
In every field, for me , 
Its thousand flowere were blowingi 
A veil through which I did not see, 

A thin veil o'er the world was thrown 
In every hnd a mystery; 

Magic in every thing unknown: — 
The fields, the grove, the air was haunted, 
And all that age has disenchanted. 
Yes! give me — give me back the days of youth, 
Poor, yet how rich! — my glad inheritance 



The inestingulHLable love of truth, 
WLile life's realities were all romance — 
Give me, ob! give youth's passions unconfined, 
\!Hie msh of joy that felt almost like pma, 
Its hate, its love, ita own tiimultuotiB mind; — 
Give me my youth again! 

MR. MERRYMAN. 

Why, my dear friend, for youth thus sigh and prattle, 

'Twould bo a very good thing in a battle; 

Or on your arm if a fine girl were leaning. 

Then, I admit, the wish would have some meaning; 

In running for a bet, to clear the distance, 

A young man's sinews would be eomo assistance; 

Or if, after a dance, a man was thinking 

Of reeling out the night in glorioaa drinking; 

But you have only among chords, well known 

Of the fumiliar harp, witli graceful finger 

Freely to stray at large, or fondly linger, 

CotU'ting some wandering fancies of your own; 

While, with capricious windings and delays, 

Loitering, or lost in an enchanted maze 

Of sweet sounds, the rich melody, at will 

Gliding, here rests, here indolently strays. 

Is ever free, yet evermore obeys 

Tlie liidden guide, that jonrnoys with it still. 

This ia, old gentleman, your occupation. 

Nor think that it makes less our veneration. 

"Age," says the song, "the faculties bewildering, 

e men childish" — nol it finds them children. 



MANAGER. 

Come, conje, no more of thia absurd inventory 
Of flattering phrases — courteous — complimentary. 
Yon both lose time in words annecessary, 
Playing with language thus at fetch and carry; 
Think not of tuning now or preparation, 
Strike up, my boy — no fear — no hesitation. 
Till you commence no chance of inspiration. 
But once assume the poet — then the fire 
From heaven will come to kindle and inspire. 
Strong drink is what we want to gull tho people, 
A hearty, brisk, and animating tipple; 
Come, come, no more delay, no more excuses. 
The stuff we ask you for, at once produce us. 
Lose thia day loitering — 'twill be the eame story 
To-morrow — - and the nest more dilatory; 
Then indecision brings its own delays, 
And days are lost lamenting o'er lost days. 
Are you in earnest? seize this very minute — 
What you can do, or dream yon can, begin it. 
Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it. 
Only engage, and then the mind grows heated — 
Begin it, and the work will be completedl 
Ton know our German bards, like bold adventurers. 
Bring out whate'er they please, and laugh at c 
Then do not think to-day of sparing scenery — 
Command enough of dresses and machinery; 
Use as you please — fire, water, thunder, lena - 
The greater and tho lesser lights of heaven. 



FAUST. 
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Squander away the stars at your free pleasure, 
And build up rocks and mountains without measure. 
Of birds and beasts weVe plenty here to lavish, 
Come, cast away all apprehensions slavish — 
Strut, on our narrow stage, with lofty stature, 
As moving through the circle of wide nature. 
With swiftest speed, in calm thought weighing well 
Each movement — move from hsaven through earth 

to H£LL. 




The three Archangels 



The sun, as in the ancient days, 
'Mong sister stars in rival song, 
Hia destined path observes, obeys. 
And still in thunder rolls along: 
New strength and full beatitnde 
The angels gather from his sig-ht. 
Mysterious all — yet all is good, 
All fair as at the birth of li^ht! 



Swift, unimaginably swift, 
Soft spins the earth, and glories bright 
Of mid-day Eden change and «liift 
To shades of deep and spectral night. 
The vexed sea foams — waves leap and t 
And chide the rocks with insult hoarse, 
And wave and rock are hurried on, 
And suns and stars in endless course. 



18 FAUST. 

MICHAEL. 

And winds with winds mad war maint^dn, 
From sea to land, from land to sea; 
And heave round earth, a living chain 
Of interwoven agency. — 
Guides of the bursting thunder-peal, 
Fast lightnings flash with deadly ray. 
While, Lord, with Thee thy servants feel 
Calm effluence of abiding day. 

ALL. 

New strength and full beatitude 
The angels gather from thy sight; 
Mysterious all, yet all is good. 
All fair as at the birth of light. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Since Thou, Lord, dost visit us once more. 

To ask how things are going on, and since 

You have received me kindly heretofore, 

I venture to the levee of my prince. 

Pardon me, if I fail, after the sort 

Of bending courtiers here, to pay my court; 

The company is far too fine for me, 

They smile with scorn such folk in heaven to see. 

High hymns and solemn words are not my forte. 

Pathos &om me would look too like a joke; 

Words, that from others had set angels weeping, 

To laughter would your very self provoke. 

If laughter were not wholly out of keeping. 



FAUST. 19 

Nothing of suns or worlds have I to say, 

I only see how men fret on their day; 

The little god of earth is still the same 

Strange thing he was, when first to life he came; 

That life were somewhat hotter, if the light 

Of Heaven had not heen given to spoil him quite. 

Reason he calls it — see its blessed firuit. 

Than the brute beast man is a beastlier brute; 

He seems to me, if I may venture on 

Such a comparison, to be like one 

Of those long lank-legged grasshoppers, whose song 

The self-same creak, chirps, as they bound along, 

Monotonous and restless in the grass, 

'Twere well 'twas in grass always; but, alas. 

They thrust their snouts in every filth they pass. 

Hast thou no more than this to say. 
Thou, who complaincst every day? 
Are all things evil in thy sight? 
Does nothing on the earth move right? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not any thing, my lord — poor men so fervent 
And foolish are — I almost feel compassion. 

D^r !&err* 
Dost thou know Faust? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The doctor? 



90 



Tes: my servant 

"^""^ ^^;, ,,^'Jt- MEPHISTOPHELES. ^^ _ 

Truly, lie'eerves in a peculiar faaLion; 
Child thongli lie be of human birth, 
Hia food aud drink are not of eiirtb. 
Foolish — even he at times will feel 
The foUy in aucb Lopea to deal: — 
His fancies hurry him afar; 
Of heaven he asks its highest star; 
Self-vrilled and spoiled, in mad pursuit, 
Of earth demands its fairest fmit; 
And all that both cau give aupplied, 
Behold bim still unsatisfied! 

Tes: for ho serves in a perplexing scene, 

Tliat oft misleads bim. Still Lis wtll is right; ' 

Soon cornea the time to lead bim into light. 

Now is the first propTietic green, 

The hopes and promises of spring, 

The unformed bud and blossoming; 

And he who reared the tree and knows the clime 

Will seek and find fair fruit in fitting time. 

J M EPHISTOPHELES. 

"^Vbat will yon wager you don't lose bim yet, 
'tb all bis promise? Had I only freedom 

my own path with easy lure to lead him, 
'6 not a donbt of it I win the bet 
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Dtt t}m. 
Ab long as on the eartli eadnrea his life 
^0 deal with kim hare full and £reo permission; 
Man's hour on earth is w eaknesa, error , Btrifc. _ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Cheerfully I agree to the condition; M^^^^ -^^f'^''^^ 

I have no fancy for the dead: your youth, "t -^^^"^ -^ 
"With full fresh cheeks, tastes daintier to my tooth. 
Should a corpse call, the answer at my house 
Is, "Not at home." My play is cat aud mouse. 

CCC li?tlT. 

Be it permitted: from his soUTce divert 

And draw this Spirit captive down with thee; 

Till ha£Qed and in shame than dost admit, 

"A good man, clonded though his senses b< 

By error, is no willing slave to it," 

His consciousness of good will it desert 

The good man? — yea, even in Lis darkest hours | 

Still doth he war with Darkness and the Powers 

Of Darkness; — for the light he cannot see 

Still round him feels; — and, if ho be not f 

Straggles against this strange captivity. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ayel feelings that have no abiding — 
Short struggles — Give him to my guiding — 
I cannot have a doubt about the bet 
OhI in what trinmph shall I crow at winning! 
Dust he shall eat, and eat with pleasure yet, 
"~AKE in my poor heraldry, 
} has been eating it from the beginning. 



w 
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Here too tate jour own coTirse — you are quite free 

In die concejTi, — witli anytliiug but loathing 

I look, on folic like you. My work demands 

Such Bervants. Of the Spirits of Denial 

The pleasanteat, that figures io Man's Trial, 

la Old Iniquity in his Fool's clothing; 

The Vice is never heavy upon hands; 

Withont the Knave the Mystery were nothing. 

For Man's activity soon tires, 

(A lazy being at the best) 

And sting and spur requires. 

In indolent enjoyment Man would live, 

And tljis companion, whom I therefore give, 

GoadB, urges, drives — is devil and cannot rest. 

But ye, pure sons of God, be yours the sight 

Of Beauty, each hour brighter and more bright! 

The Life, in all around, below, above 

That ever lives and worka — the Infinite 

Enfold yon in the happy bonds of love! 

And all that flows nnfised and undefined 

In glimmering phantasy before the mind, 

Bid Thought's enduring chain for ever hiadl 

c/oja. The arckangils dupmc. 





Time, IfigU. 



Alas! I bave explored 

Philosopliy, and Law, and Medicine; 

And over deep Divinity have pored, 

Studying with ardent and laborioua zeal; 

And here I am at last, a very fool, 

"Witli useless learning curst, 

No wiser than at firstl 

Here am I — boast and wonder of the school; 

Magister, Doctor, and I lead 

These ten years past, my pupils' creed; 

Winding, by dexterous words, with eaae, 

Their opinions as I pleaae. 

And now to feel that nothing can be known l) 

This is a thought that bums into my heart 

I have been more acute than all these triflers, 

Doctora and authors, priests, phili 

Have sounded all the depths of every s 

Scruples, or the perplexity of doubt, 

Torment me uot, nor fears of hell or devil 



rSi rxasr. ^M 

But 1 hBTO lost all peace of mind : ^N ^H 

"Wliate'er I knew, or thanght I knew, j ^H 

Seems now nmneaning ar ttntnte. _y ^H 

The fancy too has died away, ^H 

The hope, that I might, in my day, ^M 

Inatmct, and elevate mankind. ^H 

>Thus robbed of learning's only pleasure, ^B 

"Without dominion, rank, or treaanre, 
Without one joy that earth can give, 
Could dog — were I a dog — so live? 
Therefore to magic, with severed 
And patient toil, have I applied/ 
Despairing of all other guide, V,,^^ 
That from aome Spirit J might hear ) 
Deep trutha, to others unrevealed, -^ 
And mystoriea from mankind aealed; 
And never more, with shame of heart. 
Teach thinga, of which I know no part. 
Oh, for a glance into the earth! 
To aee below ita dark foundations. 
Life's embryo seeda before their birth 
And Nature'a sUent operations. 
Thna end at once this vexing fever 
Of words — mere worda — repeated ever. 

Beantifal Moon! — Ah! would that now, 

For the last time, thy lovely beams 

Shone on my troubled brow! 

Oft by this desk, at middle night, 

I have sat gazing for thy light, 



Wearied with searcli, through volQines endless, 
I sate 'mong papers — crowded hooks, 
Aloae — when thou, friend of the friendleM, 
Camest Bin i ling in, with soothing looks. 
Oh, that apoa some headland height ' 

I now were wandering in thy light! ' 

Floating with Spirits, Lke a shadow, 
HoTind njoun tain-cave, o'er twilight meadow; 
And from tho toil of thonght relieved, 
No longer sickened and deceived, 
In thy soft dew conld hathe, and find 
Tranqnillity and health of mind. 



Alas! and am I in the gloom 

Still of this cursed dungeon room? 

Where even heaven's light, so beantifal, 

Through the stained glass eoraes thick and dull; 

'Mong volumes heaped from floor to ceiling, 

Scrolls with book-worms throngh them stealing; 

Dreary walls, where dusty paper 

Bears deep stains of smoky vapour; 

Glasses, instraments, all Inmb-er 

Of this kind the place encumber; 

All a man of learning gathers. 

All bequeathed me by my fathers, 

Crucibles from years undated, 

Chairs of structure antiquated. 

Are in strange confusion hurled! 

Here, Fanstus, is thy world — a worldl 






Stil! doBt tliou ask , why in tliy breast 
The Bick heart flutters ill at rest? 
"Why a dull senao of suffering 
Deadens life's cturent at tlie spring? 
From living nature thou hast fled 
To dwell 'mong fragmenta of the dead; 
And for the lovely scenes which Heaven 
Hath made man for, to man hath given; 
Hast chosen to pore o'er mouldering hones 
Of brute and human skeletons! 

Away — away and far awayl 

This hook, where secret spells are scanned 

1'raced by Nosteadam's own hand. 

Will he thy strength and stay: 

Tie courses of the stars to lliee 

No longer are a mystery; 

The thoughts of Nature thou canet seek, 

Aa Spirits with their brothers speak. 

It is, it is the planet hour 

Of thy own being; light, and power, 

And fervour to the soul are given, 

As proudly it ascends its heaven. 

To ponder here, o'er spells and signs, 

Symbolic letters, circles, lines; 

And &om their actual use re&ain, 

Were time and kbonr lost in vain; 

Tlien ye, whom I feel floatiiig near mo, 

Sjiirits, answer, yo who hear mel 

Ifff opens Ike hock, and lig&tt upon the sign of Mi 
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Ha! what new life divine, intenae, 

Flooda in a mometit every sense; 

I feel the dawn of youth ogaio, 

Visiting each glowing vein! 

Was it a god — a god who wrote these signs? 

The tumults of my soul are stilled , 

My withered heart with rapture filled; 

In virtue of the magic lines, 

The Beoret powers that nature mould, 

Their eBsence and their acts nufolii — 

Am I a god? — Can mortal sight 

Enjoy, endure this burst of light? 

How clear these silent characters! 

All Nature present to my view, 

And each creative act of hers — 

And is the gloriouB vision true? 

Tlie wise man's words at leng-th are plain, 

■ftHiose sense so long I sought in vain: 

"The Worlde of Spirits no Clouds conceale: 

"Man's Eye i» dim, it cannot Bee. 

"Man's Heart is dead, it cannot feele. 

"Thott, who wouldst knowQ the Things that beA 

"The Heart of Earth in the Sunrise red, J 

"Bathe, till its Stains of Earth are fled." y 

[!f£ Icots ever thl sigii allfiitivtly. 

Oh! how the spell before my sight 
Brings nature's hidden ways to light; 
See! all things with each other blending — 
Each to all i(a being lending — 
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All on eacL in turn depeadmg — 

Heavenly ministers descending — 

And again to heaven up-tending — 

I'loatiag, mingling, interweaving — 

Kising, sinking, and receiving 

Each from each, whilB each is giving 

On to each, and each relieving 

Each, the pails of gold, the living 

Current through the air ia heaving; 

Breadiiug hlessings, see them bending, 

Balanced worlds from change defending, , 

While every where diffused is harmony unendingl ) 

Oh! what a vision — but a vision onlyl 

Can heart of man embrace 

Illimitable Nature? 

Fountain of life, forth- welling; 

The same in every place; 

That dost support and cheer 

■Wide heaven, and teeming earth, and every creature 

That hath therein its dwelling, 

OhI could the blighted soul hut feel thee near! 

To thee still tnms the withered heart, 

To thee the spirit, seared and lonely, 

Childlike, would seek tho sweet restorative; 

On thy maternal bosom feed and live. 

I ask a solace thou dost not impart; 

The food I hunger for thou dost not give I 

\_Hi turns crvtr the Itaves o/tAt hoi imfatiintly, fill kistye rats 
OH tht Hgtt oftht spirit e/tht Earth. 




Ho* differently this sign affects my framel 

Spirit of Eanh! my nature is the aame, 

Or near akin to thine! 

Hot fearlesaly I read this signl 

And feel even now new powers are mine; 

While my brain boms, aa though with wine; 

Give me the agitated etrife, 

The madness of the world of life; 

I feel within my soul the birth 

Of strength, enabling me to bear, 

And tboughla, impelling me to share 

The fortuoes, good or evil, of the Earth; 

To battle with the Tempest's breath, 

Or plnnge where Shipwrect grinds hia teeth. 

All around grows cold and cloudy. 

The moon withdraws her ray; 

The lamp's loose ilame is abiTCring, 

It fades, it dies away. 

Hal round my brow what spackies roddy 

In trembling light are quivering? 

And, to and fro, 

Stream sheets of flame, in fearful play, 

Rolled and unrolled. 

Id crimsoQ fold, 

They float and flow! 

From the vaulted apace above, 

A shuddering horror seems to move 

Down, — down upon me creeps and seizes 

The life's blood, in its grasp that freezes-, 



30 FAUST. 

'Tis thou — I feel tibee, Spirit, near, 
Thou hast heard the spell, and tibou 
Art hovering around me now; 
Spirit! to my sight appear, 
How my heart is torn in sunder — 
All my thoughibs convulsed with wonder — 
Everj faculty and feeling 
Strained to welcome thy revealing. 
Spirit, my heart, my heart is given to thee, 
Though death may be the price, I cannot choose but 
see! 

\He grasps the hooky and pronounces the sign of the Spirit 
mysteriously; a red flame is seen playing about, and in 
the flame the Spirit. 

SPIRIT. 

Who calls me? 

FAUST {averting his fac^). 

Form of horror, hence! 

SPIRIT. 

Hither firom my distant sphere. 

Thou hast compelled me to appear; 

Hast sucked me down, and dragged me thence, 

With importuning violence; 

And now 

FAUST. 

I shudder, overpowered with fear. 



PaktMG, prayiag to look on me, 

My voice to listen, my face to see, 

Tliy soul's strong mandate benils mo down to thee. 

Here am I — here and now, what fear 

Seizes theet' — thee — the move than Man? 

Where the strong sonl, that could dare 

Summon Us, Spirits? Where 
The soul, that could conceive, and plan, 
Yea, and create its world; whose pride 
The bounds which limit Man defied, 
Heaved with high sense of inborn powers, 
Nor feared to mete its strengtL with ours. 
Wlicre art thou, Fauet? and, were the accents tbiue 
That rang to me? the soul that pressed itself to mine 
Art thou the same, whose senees thus are shattered, 
Whose very being in my brea.th is scattered 
Shuddering thro' all life's depths — poor writhing worn 



Creature of Flame, shall I grow pale before thee? 
I am he, I called theo, I am Faust, thy Equall 



In the currents of life, in the tempests of motioa, 
In the fervour of act, in the lire, lu the storm, 
Hither and thither, 
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Wend I and wander. 

Birth and the grave 

Limitless ocean, 

Where the reatlcBS wave 

Undulates evei, 

Under and over 

Their seething strife, 

Heaving and weaving 

The changes of life. 
At the whirring loom of Time unawed, 
I work the living mantle of Grod, 

FAUST. 

Swift Spirit, that ever round the wide world heaveat! 



SPIRIT. 

( Man, thou art as the Spirit, whom thou conceivGsl, 
V Not HE. [raiii^Acr. 

FAUST (anrpimnrid aflli ciw/juidiiI, 

Not thee! 
Whom then? II image of the Deity! 

And not even sach as thee! [A inxk. 

'S death, 'tis this pupil lad of mine — 
He comes my airy guests to hanish. 
This elevating converse dread, 

se visions, dazzlingly outspread 

ire my senses, all will vanish 

he formal fellow's treadl 



^^H^ te Ait kana 



tFagnif in kit drastng-gatan and night-eap — a 
hand, Faust turns rnund, disflaxstd. 



Porgive me, but I thought yoa were decluming 
Been reciting some Greek Tragedy, no doubt; 
I wish to improve myself iu this same art', 
"Tib a most useful one. I've heard it a^d, 
An actor might give lessous to a priest. 



YesI when yonr priest's an actor, as may happen. 



OhI if a man abuts himself op for ever 
In his dull study; if one sees the world 
Never, unless on some chance holyday, 
Looks at it &om a distance, through a telescope, 
How can we learn w sway the minds of men 
By eloqnenceP to rule them, or persuade? 



If feeling does not prompt, in vain yon strive; 

If from the Houl the language does not come, 

By its own impulse, to impel the hearts 

Of hearers, with communicated power, 

In vain yon strive — in vain you study earnestly. 

Toil on for ever; piece together fragments; 

Cook np your broken scraps of sentences, 



lAS 
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And blow, with puffing breath, a straggling light, 
Glimmering coafnsedly now, now cold in ashes; 
Startle the school-hoys with your metaphors; 
And, if snch food may suit your appetite, 
Win the vain wonder of applauding chiWrenl 
But never hope to stir the hearts of men, 
And mould the sonla of many into one, 
By words which oome not native liom the heart! 



ExpKEBSiON, graceful ntterance, is the first 'j 
And beat acquirement of the orator, / 

This do I feel, and feel my want of Jtl 

FAUST. 

Be honest, if yon wonld te eloquent;/ 

Be not a chiming fool with cap and beUe; 

Iteason and genuine feeling want no arts 

Of utterance — ask no toil of elocution; 

And when you are in earnest, do you need 

A search for words? Oh! these fine holyday phri 

In which you rohe your worn-out common-places, 

These Bcrapd of paper which you crimp and curl, 

And twist into a thousand idle shapes, 

These filigree ornaments are good for nothing, 

Cost time and paina, please few, impose on no 

Are unrefreshing, as the wind that whistles, 

In autumn, 'mong the iiy and wrinkled leaves. 
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FAUST. 35 



WAGNER. 



Tlifl flftarcTi t^f jlcnny]f ^^q jg a weaiy one, ^ 
And life how short! Ara longa^ Vita hrevtsf J 
How often have the heart and brain, o'er-tasked, 
Shrunk back despairing from enquiries vain! 
Oh! with what difficulty are the means 
Acquired, that lead us to the springs of knoi^rledge! 
And when the path is found, ere we have trod 
Half the long way — poor wretches! we must die! 

FAUST. 

Are mouldy records, then, the holy springs. 
Whose healing waters still the thirst within? 

Oh! never yet hath mortal drunk 

A draught restorative. 
That welled not from the depths of his own soul! 

WAGNER* 

Pardon me — but you will at least confess 

That 'tis delightful to transfuse yourself 

Into the spirit of the ages past; 

To see how wise men thought in olden time , 

And how far we outstep their march in knowledge. 

FAUST. 

Oh yes! as far as from the earth to heaven! 
To us, my friend, the times that are gone by 
Are a mysterious book, sealed with seven seals: 
That which you call the spirit of ages past 
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Is bat, in tmtli, the spirit of some few authors 

In which those a^es are beheld reflected, 

With what distortion strange heaven only knows. 

Oh! often, what a toilsome thing it is 

This study of thine, at the first glance we fly it 

A mass of things confusedly heaped together; 

A lumber-room of dusty documents. 

Furnished with all approved court-precedents, 

And old traditional maxims! History! 

Facts dramatised say rather — action — plot — 

Sentiment, every thing the writer's own, 

As it best fits the web-work of his story, 

With here and there a solitary fact 

Of consequence, by those grave chroniclers, 

Pointed with many a moral apophthegm, 

And wise old saws, learned at the puppet-shows. 

WAGNER. 

But then the world, man's heart and mind, are things 
Of which 'twere well that each man had some knowledge. 

FAUST. 

Why yes! — they call it hunoUdge, Who may dare 
To name things by their real names? The few "x 
Who did know something, and were weak enough V 
To expose their hearts unguarded — to expose ^s. 
Their views and feelings to the eyes of men, ^ 

They have been nailed to crosses — thrown to flames.^ 
Pardon me; but 'tis very late, my friend; 
Too late to hold this conversation longer. 



How willingly would I eit up for ever, 

1'LuB to converse with you so leajnedly. 

To-morrow, as a boon on Easter-day, 

You must permit mo a few questions moro: 

I have been diligent in all my studies; 

Given my whole heart and time to the pursuit; 

And I know much, but would, know everything. [Exit. 



Uow hope ahandons not the humblest miud! 
Poor ladl he clings to learning's poorest forms, 
Delves eagerly for fancied gold to £nd 
Worms — dust; is happy among dust and wormsl 

Man's voice, and such & man's, and did it daro 
Breathe round me here, where Spirits thronged the aii 
And yet, poor humble creature that thou art, 
How do I thank thee from my very hoartl 
When my senses sank beneatli 
Despair, and sought relief in death; 
When life within me dying shivered, 
Thy presence from the trance delivered. 
Oh, while I stood before that giant stature, 
How dwarfed I felt beneath ita nobler naturel 



Imago of GodI I thought that I had been 
Sublimed from earth, no more a child of clay, 
That, shining gloriously with Heaven's own day, 
I had beheld Truth's countenance sereno. 
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High above cherubs — above all that serve, 

Raised up immeasurably — every nerve 

Of Nature's life seemed animate with mine; 

Her very veins with blood from my veins filled — 

Her spirit moving as my spirit willed; 

Then did I in creations of my own 

(Oh, is not man in every thing divine!) 

Build worlds — or bidding them no longer be — 

Exert, enjoy a sense of deity — 

Doomed for such dreams presumptuous to atone; 

All by one word of thunder overthrown! 

Spirit, I may not mete myself with thee! 
True, I compelled thee to appear. 
But had no power to hold thee here. 
Oh! in that rapturous moment how I felt — 
How little and how great! and thus to be 
With savage scorn fiercely flung back upon 
The lot to mortals dealt. 
And its uncertainties! again the prey 
Of deep disquietude! with none 
To guide me on my way, 
Or shew me what to shun! 
That impulse goads me on — shall I obey? 
Alas! 'tis not our sufferings alone, 
But even our acts obstruct us and delay 
Our life's free flow. 

To what man's spirit conceives 
Of purest, best, some foreign growth still cleaves, 



I 



"Wb seize what this world gives of good, aud 
All Bolter A deception and a dream. 
High feelings, tliat in us to life gave birth, 
Are numbed and wither in the coil of earth. 



How boldly, in the days of youthful Hope, 
Zmagination spreads Ler wiiig unchecked, 
Deeming all things within her ample scope, 
To the Eternal! and huw ^mall a space 
Suffices her wheu Fortune flees apace, 
And all we loved in life's strange whirl is wrecked 
Deep in the hreast Care builds her nest, 
liocks restlessly and scares away all rest. 
Some secret sorrow still the envious uue 
Keeps stirring at till peace and joy are gone. 
£ach day she masks her in some new disguise, 
Each day with some new trick the temper tries. 
Is House and Homestead, Ohild and Wife, 
Fire, Water, Poison, Dagger-knife. 
Evils that never come disriniet thee 
Evermore mourning losses not to hel 

I I am not like the gods. N'ol no! I tremblej|| 
Feeling impressed upon my mind the thought, ~j 
Of the mean worm whose nature I resemble, _y 
'Tis dust, and lives in dust, and the chance tread 
the wretched reptile into nought 
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Ib this not dust in which I live? 

This prison-place, wLat can it give 

Of life or comfort? whereBoe'er 

The sick eye tuins, it sees one der — 

Along the blank higl wall — of shelves 

And gloomy volumes, which themselves 

Are dnst and lumber; and the flcrolk 

That crowd the hundred pigeon-holea 

And crevices of that old case — 

That darkens and confines the space 

Already but too small — 'mong these 

What can life be bnt a disease? 

Here housed in dust, with grub and moth, 

I sicken — mind aad body both. 

— Shall I find here the cure I ask, 

Resume the edifying task 

Of reading, in a thousand pages, 

That care-worn man has, in all ages, 

Sowed Vanity to reap Despair? 

That one, mayhap. Las here and there 

Been leas unhappy? 

Hollow Skull, 
I almost fancy I divine 
A meaning in thy spectral smile. 
Saith it not that thy brain, like mine, 
Still loved, and sought the Beantiful; 
i/lLoved Truth for Truth's own sake; and sought, 
Begardless of aught else the while, 



1 



Like mine, tlie light of cloudless day — 
And, in imsatiaiyiiig tbonglit 
By twilight glinimerB led aattay, 
Like miae at length sank over-wrought? 

Every thing fails me — every thing — 
These instrumeuts, do they not all 
Mock me? lathe, cylinder, and ring. 
And cog and wheel — in vain I call 
On you for aid, ye keys of Science, 
J stand hefore the guarded door 
Of Natnie; but it bids defiance 
To latch or ward; in vain I prove 
Your powers — the strong bolts will not m 
Mysterions, in the blaze of day, 
Nature pnrsues her tranquil way: 
The veil she wears, if band profane 
Should seek to raise, it seeks in vain, 
Though from her spirit thine receives, 
When hushed it listens and believes. 
Secrets — revealed, else vainly sought, 
Her free gift when man questions not, — 
Think not with levers or with screws 
To wring them out if she refuse. 



Old Furniture — cnmbrous and mean! 
It is not, has not ever been 
Of use to me — why here? because 
My father's famitare it wasl 
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— Old Roll; and here it still remains, 
And soiled with smoke, its veiy stains 
Might count how many a year the light 
Hath, &om this desk, through the dead night, 
Barn*d in its sad lamp, nothing bright! 

— 'Twere better did I dissipate. 
Long since, my little means, than be 
Crushed down and cumbered with its weight: 
All that thy fathers leave to thee. 

At once enjoy it — thus alone 
Can man make any thing his own; / 

A hindrance all that we employ not — ^ 
A burden all that we enjoy not. 
He knows, who rightly estimates. 
That what the moment can employ. 
What it requires and can enjoy, 
The MOMENT for itself creates. 

What can it be, that thither draws 
The eye, and holds it there, as though 
The flask a very magnet were? 
And whence, oh, whence this lavish glow. 
This lustre of enchanted light, 
Pour'd down at once, and every where — 
Birth of the moment — like the flood 
Of splendour round us, when at night 
Breathes moonlight over a wide wood? 

Oh phial! — happy phial! — here 
Hope is, — I greet thee, — I revere 
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Thee as Art's best result — in Thee 

Science and Mind triumphant see, — 

Essence of all sweet slumber-dews! 

Spirit of all most delicate 

Yet deadliest powers! — be thou my friend — 

A true friend — thou wilt not refuse 

Thine own old master this! — I gaze 

On thee — the pain subsides — the weight 

That pressed me down less heavy weighs. 

I grasp thee — faithful friend art thou: — 
Already do I feel the strife 
That preyed upon my powers of life 
Calmed into peace 5 and now — and now 
The swell, that troubled the clear spring 
Of my vext spirit, ebbs away; 
Outspread, like ocean, Life and Day 
Shine with a glow of welcoming; — 
Calm at my feet the glorious mirror lies, 
And tempts to far-off shores, with smiles from othei 
skies! 

And, lol a car of £irc to me 
Glides softly hither; from within 
Come winged impulses, to bear 
The child of earth to freer air: 
Already do I seem to win 
My happy course, from bondage free, 
On paths unknown, to climbs unknown 
Glad spheres of pure activity! 
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/Powers yet unfelt — worlds yet untrod — 
I And life, poured eveiy where abroad , 
And rapture worthy of a God! 

— Worm that thou art, and can it be 
Such joy is thine, is given to thee? 
Determine only, — 'tis thy own; 
Say thy firm farewell to the sun, 
The kindly sun — its smiling earth — 
One moment, one, — and all is done, — 
One pang — then comes the s econd birthj 

— Fi nd life where others fear to die; 
Take measure of thy strength, and burst — 
Burst wid^ Jhe gate of l ibfijjy; 

— Show, by man's acts man's spirit durst 
Meet God's own eye, and wax not dim; 
Stand fearless, face to face with Him! 

Shudder not now at that blank cave 
Where, in self-torturing disease. 
Pale Fancy hears sad Spirits rave. 
And is herself the hell she sees. 

— Press through the strait, where stands Despair 
Guarding it, and the fiery wave 

Boils up, — and know no terror there I 
Determine; — be of happy cheer 
In this high hour — be thy advance 
The proud step of a triumph-day; 

— Be firm, and cast away all fear; — 
And freely, — if such be the chance — 
Flow into nothingness away I 



And thou, clear cryKtal goblet, welcome thonl 
Old &iend and faitlLfal, from thy antique case 
Come forth with gay smile now, 
As gently I displace 

The thne-fitain'd velvet; years unnnmbored, 
Porgotten hast thou Blumbered ; 
Once bright at many a festival, 
When, in the old man's hall. 
Old friends were gathered all , 
And thou with mirth didst lig!it grave features up, 
On days of high festivity, 
And family solemnity. 
As each to each passed on the happy cup; 
Ita massy pride, the figures rich and old, 
Of curious carving, and the merry task 
Of*each (thus did our pleasant customs ask) 
Who drank, the quaint old Hymbola to unfold. 
In rhymes made at the moment; then the n 
Of serious seeming, as at one long draught 
Each guest the fall deep goblet duly quaffed; 
The old cup, the old customs, the old rhymes, 
All now are with me: all, that of old timea 
Can speak, are speaking to my heart; the nights 
Of boyhood, and their manifold delights; 
Oh! never more t« gay friend sitting next 
Shall my hand reach thee; never more from me 
Shall merry rhyme illustrate the old text, 
And into meaning read each mystery ; 
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Tilis is a drangbt tliat, if the brain still think, 
Will set it thinking in another mood; 
Old cup, now fill thee with the dark brown flood; 
It is my choice; I mixed it, and will drink: 
My last dranght this on earth I dedicate, 
(And with it be my heart and spirit borne!) 
A festal offering to the rising mom. 

^FTe places the ^blet to hh mouth* 
Bells heard ^ and voices in chortis, 

Easter Hyun. — Chorus of Angels, 

Chbist is from the grave arisen, 
Joy is His. For Him the weary 
Earth hath ceased its thraldom dreary. 
And the cares that prey on mortals : 
He hath burst the gravels stem portals; 

The grave is no prison: 

The Lord hath arisen I 

FAUST. 

Oh, those deep sounds, those voices rich and heavenly! 

How powerfully they sway the soul, and force 

The cup uplifted from the eager lips I 

Proud bells, and do your peals already ring, 

To greet the joyous dawn of Easter-mom? 

And ye, rejoicing choristers, already 

Flows forth your solemn song of consolation? 

That song, which once, from angel lips resounding 



FAUST. 47 

Around the midmglit of the grave, was heard, 
The pledge and proof of a new covenant! 

Htmx continued. — Chorus of Women. 

We laid Him for burial 

*Mong aloes and myrrh; 
EBs children and friends 

Laid their dead blaster here! 
All wrapt in his grave-dress, 

We left Him in fear — 
Ah! where shall we seek Him 

The Lord is not here! 

Chorus of Angels. 

The Lord hath arisen, 

Sorrow no longer; 
Temptation hath tried Him, 

But He was the stronger. 
Happy, happy victory! 

Love, submission, self-denial 
Marked the strengthening agony, 

Marked the purifying trial; 
The grave is no prison: 
The Lord hath arisen. 

FAUST. 

Soft sounds, that breathe of Heaven, most mild, most 

powerful. 
What seek ye here? — Why will ye come to me 
In dusty gloom immersed? — Oh! rather speak 
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To hearts of soft and penetrable mould! 

I hear yonr message, but I have not faith — 

And Miracle is food Faith's favorite childl 

I cannot force myself into the epheres, 

Where these good tidings of great joy are heard; 

And yet, from youth familiar with the sounda,\ 

Even no w they call me back_ again to life; / 

Ohl once, la boyhood 'a happy time, Heaven's love 

Showered down upon me , with roysteriona kiss 

Hallowing the stillness of the Sabbath-day 1 

Feelings resisdesa, incommunicable, 

Yearnings for something that I knew not of, 

Deep meanings in the full tones of the bells 

llingled — a prayer was burning estasy — 

Drove me, a wanderer through lone fields and woods; 

Then teara rushed hot aad fast — then was the birth 

Of a new life and a new world for me; 

These bells announced the merry Hports ofyouth, 

This music welcomSfl~til the happy spring; 

And now am I once more a little child, 

And old BeiBembrancei_twining round my heart, 

Porbids_dua-act,--aiii_cbeck3 my|Earing steps — 

The n sing ye on — sweet son^ that are of heavenl 

Te ars come, and Earth hat h won her child again. 

Htmh continued. — Chorus of Disciples. 
He, who was b'uried. 

Hath burst from the gravel 
From death re-assnming 

The life that he gave, 
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Is risen in gloiy, 
Is mighty to save! 

And onward — still onward 
Arising, ascending, 

To the right hand of Power 
And Joy never-ending. 

Enthroned in brightness. 
His labours are over; 

On earth His disciples 
Still struggle and suffer! 

His children deserted 
Disconsolate languish — 

Thou art gone, and to glory 
Hast left us in anguish! 

Chorus of Angels, 

Christ is arisen, 

The Lord hath ascended; 
The dominion of death 

And corruption is ended. 

Your work of obedience 

Haste to begin; 
Break from the bondage 

Of Satan and Sin. 
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In your lives ms laws obey 

Let love your governed bosoms sway 

Blessings to the poor convey, 

To God with humble spirit pray, 

To Man his benefits display: 

Act thus, and he, your Master dear, 

Though unseen, is ever nearl 
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BEFORE THE GATE. 
Persons of<Ul descriptions strolling out, 

A PARTY OF TRADESMEN. 

What are 70a going for in that direction? 

SECOND PARTY. 

We are going to the Jllgerhaus. 

FIRST PARTY. 

And we 
Are strolling down to the MilL 

A TRADESMAN. 

I wonld advise yon 
Bather to take a walk to the Wasserhof. 

A SECOND. 

The road to it is not a pleasant one. 

SECOND PARTY 

What are you for? 

A THIRD. 

I go with the other party. 



53 FAUST. 

A FOURTH. 

Take 1117 advice, and let as come to Bnrgdorf: 
There, any way, we sliall be sore of finding 
The prettiest girls, and the brownest beer, 
And lots of rows in the primest style. 

A FIFTH. 

What, boy. 
Art at it still? two drubbings, one would think. 
Might satisfy a reasonable man. 
I won't go there with you — I hate the place ! 

SERVANT MAID 

No I no! — not I — I'll go back to the town. 

ANOTHER, 

We'll find him surely waiting at the poplars. 

THE FIRST. 

Great good is that to me, — he'll give his arm 

To you — and dance with you — and why should I go 

For nothing in the world but your amusement? 

THE SECOND. 

To-day he'll certainly not be alone, 
His curly-headed friend will be with him. 

STUDENT. 

Look there — look there — how well those g^ls step 

out -^ 



Come, broOier, come let's keop them company. 

Stiff beer, biting tubacoo, aud a girl 

In hor smart drosB, aro tlie beet IbiagB I know. 

CITIZEN'S DAUGHTER. 

Only look there — r what pretty fellows those wel 
"Tis ^uite a shame , when they might have the best 
Of company, to boo them maaing after 
A pair of vulgar minxes — aervant girls. 



STUDENT (to tht Firil). 

Stay, easy — here are two fine girla behind ns, 

Showily dressed. I know ona of them well — 

And, I may say, am half in love with her. 

Innocent things! with what a modest gait 

And shy step they affect to pace; and yet, 

For all their bashfulnesB, they'll take us with them. 

FIRST STUDENT. 

Join them, yourself — not I — I hate restraint 
Let us not lose time with them, or the game escapes. 
Give me the girl that gives a man no trouble, 
That on the week-days does her week-day work, 
And, the day after, work that she lovea bettor. 

CITIZEN. 

Well, I do not like this new burgomaster, 
Not a day posses but be grows more insolent, 
ITorsoothl presnming on bis dignity. 
And what good is he to us after all? 
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The town is growing worse from day to day, 
They are more Btrict upon hb now than ever, 
And raise continually the rates and tases. 



Magiert good, and ladies hrighl, 

Soey-ehetied, and ricMy dressed, 
Look upon a wretched sight. 

And rtlievt the poor didressed: 
Let me not in vain implore! 

Pily me! — teith cldme and voice 
Would I cheer you — let the poor 

When all the are glad, rejoice.' 
I must beg, for I must live. 
Self me! bketed titey toho give! 
When all other men are gay 
It the heggar'e harvett day. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Well! give me, on a saint's day, or a. Sunday, 
Wlien we have time for it, a tale of war 

I And warlike doings far away in Turkey ^ 
How they are busy killing cue another. 
"I'ia pleasant to stand gazing from the window, 
Draining your glass at times, and looking on 
The painted barges calmly gliding down 
The easy river. Then the homeward walk 
Ta the cool evening hour; this makes the heart 
I, and at peace with all things and itself. 
give me peace at home, and peaceful timesl 



I 
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THIRD CITIZEN. 



Ay, 80 say I — break every head abroad — 
Tnm all things topsy-tarvy, so they leave us 
Quiet at home. 

_^OLD WOMAN (to the (Hti£m*8 Daughters). 

Ha! but you are nicely dressed, 
And very pretty creatures — you'll win hearts 
To-day — ay, that you will — only don't look 
So very proud — yes! that is something better — 
I know what my young pets are wishing for, 
And thinking of, and they shall have it tool 

CITIZEN»S DAUGHTER. 

Come, Agatha, come on — I'd not be seen 
With the old witch in public; yet she showed me, 
On last St Andrew's night, in flesh and blood. 
My future lover. 

THE OTHER. 

In the glass she showed 
Me mine. The figure was a soldier's, and 
With him 4i band of gay bold fellows. Since, 
I have been looking round, and seeking for him, 
But all in vain — 'tis folly — he won't come. 

SOLDIER. 

TowM with turrets^ toalUy and fences^ 
Maidens with their haughty glaneee^ 
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Thite the toldier »eek* u/iih ardour, 
Sai/ io conquer which U harderf 
Death and danger he de»pite«, 
Wlieti he Uok» upon th» prizes. 
Danger is the eoldier's duty, 
And his prize is fame and beauty. 



Suih me, at the trumpet's measure, 
With blithe hearts to death and pleasure; 
JToio the sotdierU blood w uiarminff 
When vie think of oitiea storming.' 
Fortresi strong, end maiden tender, 
Muat alike to us surrender. 
Danger is tlie soldlerB duty, 
But Lib prize is fame and beaaty. 



River aEd rivulet are freed from ice 
In Spring's affectionate inspiring smile — 
Green are the fields with promise — far away 
To the rough hills old Winter Lath withdrawn 
Strengthless — bnt still at intervals will send 
Light feeble frosts, with drops of diamond white 
Mocking a little while the coming bloom — 
Still soils with showers of sharp and bitter sleet, 
iflger impotent, the earth's green robe; 
he sun sufTors not the lingering snow — 
r where life — every ivhere vegetation — 
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1 nature animate with glowing liaes — 
Or, If one spot be touched not by the spirit 

Of tbe sweet season, theie, in colours rich 

As trees or flowers, are sparkling hnman dressesl 

Turn round, and fiom this height look back upon 

The town: from its black dungeon gate forth pours, 

In thousand parties, the gay multitude. 

All happy, all indulging in the Bunsblne I 

All celebrating the Lord's resurrection, 

And in themselves exhibiting as 'twere ' 

A roaunection too — so changed a 

So raised above themselves. Prom chambers damp 

Of poor mean houses — &om consuming toil 

Laborious — from the work-yard and the shop — 

From the imprisonment of walla and roofs, 

Aud the oppression of confining streets, 

And from the solemn twilight of dim churches — 



Ail are abroad — ^ all ht 



seet: 
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Look, only look, with gaiety how active, 

'llxro' fields and gardens they disperse themselves! 

How the wide water, far as w« can see. 

Is joyous with innumerable boats! 

tiee, there, one almost sinking with its load, 

I'arts from the shore; yonder the hill-top paths 

Are sparkling in the distance with gay dressesl 

And, hark! the sounds of joy from the far viUagQl 

This is _tlie_4ie<i ple'M very heave n on.earthl 

The high, the low, in pleasure all u niting — 



Here may I feel that I too 8 
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WAGNER. 

Doctor, to steal about with yon, 'tis plain 
Is creditable f brings its own great gain. 
But otherwise, I'd never throw away 
My time in such a place. I so detest 
Everything vulgar — hear them I how they play 
Their creaking fiddles — hark the kettle-drums; 
And their damned screaming to the ear that comes 
Worse, if 'twere possible, than all the rest 
They rave like very devils let loose on earth — 
This they call singing! — this, they say, is mirth I 

(PEASANTS dancing and singing). 

The shepherd for the dance is drest 
In ribands, wreath, and flajshy vest; 
Bound and round like mad they spin 
To the fiddle's lively din. 
All are dancing full of glee, 
All beneath the linden tree! 

'Tis merry and merry — heigh-ho, heigh-ho. 
Blithe goes the fiddle-bowl 

Soon he runs to join the rest; 
Up to a pretty girl he prest; 
With elbow raised and pointed toe, 
Bent to her with his best bow — 
Pressed her hand: with feigned surprise, 
Up she raised her timid eyes! 
"Tis strange that you should use me so, 
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So, 80 — heigh-ho — 

'Tis rade of you to use me so." 

All into the set advance, 

Eight they dance, and left they dance — 

Gowns and rihands how they fling, 

Flying with the flying ring; 

They grew red, and faint, and warm, 

And rested, sinking, arm in arm. 

Slow, slow, heigh-ho, 

Tired in elhow, foot, and toe! 

'*And do not make so free," she said; 
"I fear that you may never wed; 
Men are cruel" — and he prest 
The maiden to his beating breast. 
Hark! again, the sounds of glee 
Swelling from the linden tree. 

'Tis merry, 'tis merry — heigh-ho, heigh-ho. 
Blithe goes the fiddle-bowl 

OLD PEASANT. 

This, doctor, is so kind of you, 
A man of rank and learning too; 
Who, but yourself, would condescend 
Thus with the poor, the poor man's friend. 
To join our sports? In this brown cheer 
Accept the pledge we tender here. 



60 FAUST. 

A draught of life may it become 
And years on years, obi may you reach, 
As cheerful as these beads of foam, 
4^ As countless, too, a year for each! 

FAUST. 

Blest be the draught restorative! 

I pledge you — happy may you live! 

[ The people collect in a circle round hitn, 
OLD PEASANT. 

Yes! witness thou the poor man^s glee. 
And share in his festivity: 
In this hath fortune fairly dealt 
With him who, in the evil day 
Of the black sickness, with us dwelt. 
When Plague was numbering his prey — 
In strength and health how many gather 
To this day^s pastimes, whom thy father 
llescued from death in that last stage. 
When the disease, tired out at length 
Is followed by the fever's rage. 
And prostrate sinks the vital strength; 
And you, too, in that time of dread 
And death, a young man, visited 
Each house of sickness: — evermore. 
Day after day, the black hearse bore 
Corse after corse — still, day by day, 
The good man held his fearless way 



TJucathed; for God a bleaaing gave, 
And BBved tbe man wlio Bntight to aave. 



For thee, tried friend, our prajera we raise, 
And, when we wiBli theo length of days, 
"Tia for himaelf that each man praya. 



In thanks to the Great Father bend, 

We are bnt servants to extend 

Bleaainga, that flow from man'a one Friend, 

[Gait en ToilA (Vagtitr, 



With what a sense of pnte delight, 

Master, must thou enjoy the eight 

Of this vast crowd, and the nnobecked 

Expression of their deep respecti 

Oh, happy he, who thna to Heaven 

Can render back the talenta given! 

The pious father pointa thee put 

To his yonng folk — they gaze, and ask. 

And gaze again — and crowd about. 

The blithe mnaician in his task 

Pauses — the dancera turn to thee. 

And gather into rows to aee 

The man they honour paasing by — 

And then the gratnlating about — 

And then the caps flnng np oa high: 



They almoat worBlup tliee — almoBt 
Wonld bend the knee as to the Host. 
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To yonder rock is but a few steps on — 
After our long ivnlk ive may rest ns there. 

Here oft I've sato to muae; here all alone 
By vigil, fast, and agonies of prayer 

— In Hope then rich, in Faith nnwavering. 
With tears and sighs, here was I wont to pray, 

— And supplicating handa, as though to wring 
From Him in heaven that He the plague would stay. 
To me the praise I hear is mockery. 

OhI that yon could into my bosom gaze, 

Kead written there how little worthy we, >. 

Father or son, of these poor people's praise. J 

My father, a reserved and moody man 

On Nature's holy circles still would pore, 

With honest ardour, aft«r some strange plan 

That pleased his fancy, toiling evermore. 

And he wonld ahnt himsalf in secret cell, 

One or two adepts always at his ude, 

Quaint recipes with fire and crucible. 

In this dark kitchen evermore he tried, 

Watching for the great moment's birth that might 

Antagonistic elements nnite. 

Thffie in the gentle hath a Lion Red, 

Bold wooer he — waa to the Lily wed; 



And botli were, wliile tlie furnace-fire raged bright", 

Honied in torture on &om bed to bed. 

If in the glass was given us to behold 

The Yonng Queen rise in coloars manifold, 

Here was the medicine — t he patientj jjed. 

None asked "Who took it and remained alive?" 

— Thu s in these mountajas — in these valleys wide, 

Our cure wa s than the plague a plagno igg re fierce. 

To thousa nds have I given the_ ^ffliBori — they 

Hav e witl^red — they are dead — an d I Burvive 

To hear priuse lavished o 



How can thia be so painful? "What can men 
X)o more than in their practice still obey 
The precepts of the science of their day? 
What you have from your father heard t 
Heard in the docile spirit of belief. 
Ton in yonr day extend the limit-line 
Of Bcienee; in due time your si>n will take 
His place — and for himself discoveries make 
Greater than thine, perhaps — yet but for thine 
Impossible. If eo then, why this grief? 



Happy who still hath hope to rise above 

This sea of error; strange that we in vain 

Seeh knowledge each day needs: the knowledge of 

What never can avail us we attain. 

But with snch musings let us sadden not 
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Thli BweetLonrl see, wberc, in tho sunset, gtei 
The Tillage huts with green treea gmiling round 
Each cottage in its own small garden plot. 
Bat the Sun ainks — day dies, and it would seem 
With day the Sua. But Btill doth he snmve, 
Slill speeds ho on with life-di£fnBing heam — 
Oh, that no wing nplifls me &OTn the ground, 
Nearer and nearer after him to strivel 
Then should I the reposing world hehold 
Still in this everlasting evening glow. 
The hill-tops kindling all — the vales at rest — 
The silver brooklet in its silent flow 
To where the yellow splendour of the West 
On the far river lies in tremhling gold. 
In Tain the nigged mountain rears his breast, 
With darkening cliff and cave to bar my way, 
Onward in heaven, still onward is my flight, 
And now wide ocean, with each- fervid bay, 
In sndden brightness breaks upon my sight, 
Till sinking seems at last the god of day. 
Then the new instinct wakens, and I breathe 
Heaven still ■;— still drink of his undying light. 
Before me day — behind me is the night — 
Above me heaven — and the wide wave beneath. 
A gloriona dream — illusion brief and bright — 
For while I yet am dreaming he is gone. 
AlasI from its captivity tif earth. 
The body hath no wing whereon to riaei . 
And with the winged spirit voyage on: 
nd yet will every one of hnman birth 



' Tlie feeling in onr nature recogniBe, 
That for a moment witli a. sense of wings 
Uplifts us, bears ns onward and away, 
When high above, in bine space lost, his lay 
Thrilling the skylark sings. 
When over piny headlands, eavage steepfl. 
Outspread the eagle sweeps. 
And over moorlands, over main, 
Homeward, homeward Etrives the crane. 



I, too, of reverie oft have had my moods, 

But impulse such as this they never bring. 

The eye soon has enough of fields and woods; 

I never had a wish for a bird's wing — 

i'ar other are the thinking man's delights. 

From book to book, from leaf to leaf they lead , 

And bright and cheerful are his winter nights. 

Life, happy life, warms every limb — Unroll, 

At such charmed hour, some precious parchment Bcroll 

All heaven descends upon you as yon read. 



You feel but the one impulse now — oh learn 
Never to know the other! ja jiy ja east y 

Al as! two s ouls dwell — all there i s unrest j / 



E ach with the oiber strives for mast eryy , 
K ach fro m the other strug gles to be_ free. ^ 
O m tolLe fleshly joysme coarse eartj t yields, 
^Ttdi ^ clums y tendrils clings, and one VTonlA Ato y 
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In native po wer and viadicate the &e} ia. 
I ts ownSybirtLright — its ancestral ekie a. 
OhI if indeed Spirits be in the air, 
Moving 'twiit heaven and earth with lordly wings, 
Come from yonr golden "incense-breathing" sphere, 
j'W &St me to ne w and v aried life awA T- 
OhI had I bnt a magic cloak to bear 
At v'iil to far off lands the wanderer, 
How little would I prize the rich array 
Of princes, and the purple pomp of kings! 



Call not the welt-known army. Of dusk bjt, 
A living stream, the middle space they fill, 
And danger manifold for man prepare, 
For ever active in the work of ill. 
From all sides pour they on ns — from the north, 
With piercing fangs, with arrow-pointed tongnes, 
And from the aunriae region speed they forth. 
In the dry wind to feast npon the lungs. 
If from the desolate parched wilderness 
The midday send them out with fervid glow, 
To heap fresh fire upon the burning brain, 
A cloudy vapour from the west they flow. 
Descend in what would seem refreshing rain, 
Then in fierce torrents down on thee they press, 
And deluge garden, meadow-field, and plain. 
Eeady for evil with delight they Lear, 
They lurk and listen — gladly they ot 
Man's invitation — gladly they betray 
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Sacn Bununoner — in cuscliief they rejoice, 

Ambassadors from heaven itself appear, 
And utter falsehoods with an angel's voice. 
But let's away — the air grows chill — the dew 
Ib falling — and the dusk of night has come. 
Towards night we Brat have the true feel of home. 
What keeps yon standing there? — Why that intent 
Stare — why that look of such astonishment? 
"What do yon see that fastens thus on yon? 

FAUST. 

Do yon see that black dog, where through the green 

blades 
Of the soft springing com, and the old stnbble, 
He runs, just glancing by them for a moment? 

WAGNER. 

Tve seen him this while past, but thonght not of him 
As any way strange. 

Look at biro carefully, 
What do you take the brute to he ? 

WAGNER. 

Why, nothing 
Bnt a poor fool of a poodle, puzzling out 
His master's track whom I suppose he has lost 

FAUST. 

Do yon observe how in wide serpent circles 
He Cannes round us? nearer Kud yet nearer 



^^H Each turn, — and if my eyea do not deceive me, -^^H 
^^H Sparklee of fire Thirl where bia foot hath touched. , ,^^H 

^^B I can see aotlung' more than a. black dog; ^^^| 

^^B It ma; be some deception of your eyes. ,^^H 

Kethinka bs draws light magic threads around ns, 
Hereafter to entangle and ensnare I 

IWAGKER. 
In doobt and fear the poodle's leaping ronnd ns, 
Seeing two atrangers in his master's stead. 
FAUST. 
The circle, see, how much more narrow 'tis, — 
He's very near ns! 
WAGNER. 
'Tis a dog, yon see, 
I And not a spirit; see, he snarls at Btrangera, 

Shies, lies upon his belly, wags bia tail, 
As all dogs do. 

FAUST. 

Well bring him home with na. — 
Come, pretty fellow! 

WAGNER. 

He's a meriy dog, — 
yon stand, he stands np and waits for you, — 
eak to him, and he straight leaps up apoo yon, — 
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Leave something after yon, no doubt he^U bring it, 
Or plunge into the water tar your stick. 

FAUST. 

Ton^re right I see no traces of the Spirit 
In him — 

WAGNER. 

A dog, well-tntored, learns £he art 
To win npon a good man's heart; — 
Wise men grow fond of them — and see, 
Our friend already follows thee — 
Soon shall we see the happy creature, 
Prime favourite, round the doctor skip: 
With every student fbr his teacher, 
How can we doubt his scholarship? 

[TAe}' enter the town gate. 



^ 



ScGKB. Faubt'i Study. 
Bnltr Faust, viiA tht Dog. 



\ 

^^P The fields we roamed through with delight, 
Are hidden now in the deep night; 
Within ns felt the thrilling hour, 
Awakea man's better booI to power: 

I Hashed the deeires of the wild will, 
And action's stormy breath is still — 
Lorn stirs around as and abroad, 
The love of Man, the lore of God. 
Rest, poodle, rest — lie down in quiet! 
Why rmiB he up and down the floor? 
What can it be he looks so shy at. 
Smelling and snnf&ing at the door? 
Pleasant wert thon in our mountain rsmhle, 
Didst make us merry with trick and gambol, 
Go to sleep on the cushion — a soft snug nest — 
Take thy ease, in thine inn, like a welcome guest. 

When in our narrow cell each night, 
The lone lamp sheds its fiiendly light. 
Then from the bosom doabt and fear 
J^ntw off like clouds, and. leave it clear — 




Then reason te-assuuies Iier reign, 
And Lope begins to bloom again, 
And in the husli of ontward strife, 
We seem to bear the atreams of life, 
And geek, alasl — in vain easay — 
Its hidden fountain far away. 



Cease dog, to growll the beastly howl of the 

honnd 
But ill accords with the pure breathing of 
Heaven — with the holy tones — all peace and 

love 
That to the heart unbidden way have found. 
With men 'tis common, to contemn, 
Whatever is too good, too fair. 
Too high to be conceived by them. 
And ia't that like those wretched carles. 
This dog, at what be understands not, snarls? 



These withering thongbta, do what I will. 
They come — the fountain of the heart is chill. 
— How oft have I experienced change like this! 
Yet is it not unblest in the event; 
For, seeking to supply the natural dearth. 
We learn to prize things loftier than tlie earth. 
And the heart seekB support and light from heaven. 
And such support and light ~— oh, ia it given 
-Any where but in the New Testament? 
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Strong impalsG eways me now to look to tlie teit 
On -vrhicli all resta, and bonestly translate 
The holy original into mine own 
Dear native tongne. 

[Ht o^ttts a volumt and prefarts fit virilt. 
— 'Tis written — "Ik tho beoinnikg was the Word." — 
Already at a stand — and how proceed? 
Who helps me? Is the Woed to have such valae, 
Impoaaiblo — if by tho spirit guided. 
Once more — " In the beg inning was the Thouqht." — 
Consider the first line attentively, 
Lest harrying oa the pen outmn the meaning. 
Is it Thought that works in all, and that makes all? 
— It ahonld atand rather thus — "In the Beginnmq 
Was the Powhr." — yet even as I am writing this 
A something warns me w« cannot rest there. 
The Spirit aids me — all is clear — and boldly 
I write, In the BaamHiHa wa8 thh Act. 



— Cease, teaamg dog. this angry howl, 
These moans dissatisfied and dull, - — 
Down, dog, or I most be rougher, 
Noise like this I cannot suffer, — 
One of us most leave the cloaet, if 
You still keep growling — that is positive; 
To nse a gnest so is not pleasant, 
But none could bear this whine incessant! 
But can what I see be real, 
Or is alt some trick ideal? 



MlAi 



"Tifl Bnrely something more than nature, - 

form is changed, and eize, and Etatnre, 

Larger, loftier, erecter. 

This seemiog dog must be a spectre; — 

With fiery eyes, jawa grinding thus, 

Like an hippopotamus, 

— And here to bring this whelp of hell. 

Oh, at last, I know thee well. 

For such half-deviliah , hellish spawn. 

Nought's like the key of S01.OMON. 



SPIRITS imUoul. 

One is in prison: 

Listen to reason: 

Venture not on: 

Where he hath gone 

Follow him nonet 

Watch we alll watch we well! 

The old lynx of hell 

Has fallen in the snare, 

Is trapped unaware, 

Like a fox in the g^n; 

He is in: he ia in: 

Stay we without, 

Sweep we about. 

Backward and forward. 

Southward and norward, 

Our colleague assisting, 

His fetters untwisting. 



Lightening their presBnre 
By myHtical me 
At onr motions and voices, 
Ottr brother rejoices, 
For OB hath he offered, 
His safety, and suffered; 
We are his debtors, 
Let's loosen his fetters. 



^ 

■^ 



To conquer him mnst I rehearse. 
First that deep myBterious verse, 
Which each elemental spirit, 
Of the orders four, who hear it, 
Trembling, will confess and fear it 



Saxauabdbb, bum, 
Ntkph of Wateb, twist and turn, 
Vanish, Stlfh, to thy far home, 
Labour vex thee, drudging Onoub. 

He is but a sorry scholar. 
To whom each elemental mler, 
Their acts and attribntes essential, 
And their inflaence pot«ntial, 
And their sympathies auxiliar. 
Are not matters qnite familiar; 
Little knows he, little merits 
A dominion over Spirits. 




Hery Salauandeb, wither 
In the red flame's fiary glow I 

Bushing, as waves rash together, 
Water-nymph, in water flow! 

Gleamy Stlfh of Am, glance, fleeter. 

And more bright, than midnight meteor! 

Slave of homely drndgery, 

Lahher Incubus, flae, flee 

To the taak that waits for theet 

Spirit, that within tbe beast 

Art imprisoned, be releastl 

Kingly sway hath 3olouoh 

Over Bnbject spirits won; 

— Forth! — obey the spell and seal 

Elemental aatureB feell 

By Spirits of a different kind, 
Is the brute possessed, I find; 
Grinning he lies, and mocks the charm 
That has no power to work him barm. 

Spectrel by a stronger apell 
Thy obedience I compel — 

If thon be a serf of Satan, 

A follower of the fallen great one. 

Deserter from hell, 

I conjnre and charm thee. 
By the sign and the spell, 

To which bowB the black army. 

- how the hair briatlat. t.\w«%^ 
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Outcast creattue, Eee the sign 
Of the Hamao and Divine. 
Bow before the Uncreated, 
WLom the world has eeen and hated: 
Canat tboa read Him? Canst thon see? 
Dread to hear me name Hia name, 
Through all hearen diffused ia He, 
Died on earth a death of shame. 

Hal with terror itndi3sem.bled, 
Iktethinks the bmte at last has trembledj 
As behind the stove he lies, 
See him swell and eee Ii'tt* pant; 
And his bristles how tliey rise 
As he roases, — and his size 
Large as is the elephant, — 
Larger yet the room he crowds, — 
He will vanish ia the clouda. 

— Spare the roof in thy retreat, 
Lie down at the master'a feet 
Tbon shah feel the sccrclting glow 
(Mine is not an idle threat) 

Of the heat divine — ahalt know 
Fangs of fiercer torment jet. 

— Still resisting? — Tarry not 
For the threo-timea glowing light, 
Blaze beyond endurance bright — 
Reluctantly must I at length 
Speak the apell of greatest strength. 




IB 




IPHELBS eimus forward, ai the mist linki, 
drat of a travelling scholar /rem Stiind tie slin/t. 



Why all this uproar? Is there auy thing 
In my poor power to serve you? 



The poodle's kernel - 



FAUST. 

This then waa 
- travelling scholar — psha! 
f the kind — I cannot bat 



Langh when I think a 



ToMT humble servant — 
Ai^er a pretty fashion - 
To the very vengeance. 



]Uofit learned master, 
you've been broiling me 
- sweated me 
I'm in a fine etew. 



Tonr name? 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

A frivolous inquiry this from you — 
From one who rates the word so low? 
"Who, disregarding outward show, 
Would look into the esBeni:e of the being - 



With you oftentimes the name 
And essence is, I trow, the sanie, 



I 



FAUST. 

The name and natnre of the being 
All one — in nothing diaagieeing. 
ThoB, one b called the god of flies — 
One the Seducbk — one the Lun. 
Now, good, mj triend, may I tnijaire 
Your name? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fart of the power that would 
Still do evil — etiU does good. 



What may this riddle mean? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am the Spirit that evermore denies, 
And rightly bo — for all that doth arise 
Deserves to perish — thJa, distinctly seeing - 
Nol aay I, Not to eveiything that tries 
To bnhble into being. 

My proper element is what yon name ] 
Sin, Dissolntion, — in a word, the Bad.-' 



Yon call yonreelf 
A part, yet stand before me whole. 




I speak 

he trulh — the modest truth — thongh Man may call 



J^ 
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— Poor fool-'world Man — in Mb aspiringH high, 
Himself a Whoio — the Wliole — I am not — I 
A m part of a part wliicli part at the first w aa All , 
F art of tha DarkneaB that gave birth to Lig ht: 
Proud Light that now would from her rank displace 
Maternal Night — and wars with her for apace, 
Yet is no gainer — for, Btrive aa it will, 
L i gh t clinga — imprisoned alave -t riJc— Badiea-Btil] , 
It streams from Bodiea — it makeB Bodies bright — 
A body intercepts it in its conrae; 
This gives the hope that Light may too perforce, 
When Bodiea perish be extinguished c[aite. 

FAUST. 

A creditable line of bnsines9 this; 
Tour Nothing notliiog has onmade, I wis 
The great projector sees his projecta fail, 
And would do business on a emallcr scale. 

M EP H ISTOPHELES. 

And even in this way little do I gain, 
Againat thia Nothing the coarse Somewhat will 
Obtrude. The rude World contradicts me still. 
The clumsy lamp of filth in proud resistance 
Asserting undeniablo existence, 
I have been ponnding at it all in vain. 
I have tried deluge, tempest, thnnder, and 
LightningB — at rest you see it still remain 
InviolatB — the Belf-eame sea and land. 



On the dunned stuff, — rank spawn of man and beast, 
I can make no impresaion — not the least. 
What crowds on crowds I've boned — little good - 
It bat sets circulating &esh joang blood. 
On they go — on, replenishing, renewing, 
It drives me mad to see tbe work that's doing. 
From water, air, earth, germs of life nnfold, 
Thonsands in dry and damp, in warm and cold — 
Flame still is mine — I've I c^ pt tbaf: — Plitf ofl .nlm 
Else were therenothing specially my pyn. 



la it thou? — thou standing there? — thou to resist 

The healthful energy, the animation, 

The force that mores and moulds, and is creation — 

vain spite clenching that cold devil's fist? 
Strange son of Chaos this may well move langhter. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well — this point we may talk about hereafter — 
But now, with your permission, I would go. 



That you can, whether I permit or no, 

"Why ask me? Now that yon have found your way, 

I hope to see you often here. Good dayl 

This is the window — that the door — and yonder 
The chimney. Why thus stare about and ponder? 



MEPH I STOFHELES. 

I am not &ee: a little obstacle, 

1 did not Bee, confines me to your cell, — 

The druid foot upon the threshold traced. 



The pentagram? — is it not to your taste? 
But, son of hell, if this indeed be so, 
How came you in, I should bo glad to know, — 
How was it, that the charm no earlier wrought? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

The lines were not as perfect as they ougbt^ 
The enter angle's incomplete. 



Well — 'twas a pleasant evening's feat — 

A most nnlooked-for accident — 

Strange prize, and yet more strangely sent 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The dog, without perceiving it, 
Leaped in — the devil has somehow 
Seen it — is in the house — and now 
Can find no way of leaving it. 

FAUST. 

Why not the window? 

UEPHtSTOPHZLES. 

Why? — because 
It is enacted in the laws 



lAAfi 
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lich bind OB devils and phantomB, "that 
Whatever point we enter at, 
We at the same retom:" — thns we 

our first choice are ever free; — 
Chooae, and the right of choice is o'er, 
We, who were free, are free no more. 



Hell has its codes of law then — well, 
I will think better now «f Bell. 

If laws be binding and obeyed, 

Then compacts with yon may be made. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Made and falfiUed, too — nowhere better — 

We keep our compacts to the letter; 

But points of law like this require 

Some time and thought — are apt to tire, 

And I am hurried — we may treat 

On them at leisure when we meet 

Again — but now I ask permission 

Togo. 

FAUST. 

One moment — I am wishing 
To question further one who brings 
'^I'vid news, and tells such pleasant things, 

MEPH ISTOPHELES/N,^ 

e go now — I come again, ^ 

may ask any question then. j 
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l&j', old fox, Aj, come, catob me there — 
T laid no net — I set no snare , 

And if you walked into the trap — 

'Twaa your own act, and my good hap; 

Lnck like this can hardly last — 

Catch the devil and keep him fast — 

Fart with a prize, on wliich none could have reckoned! 

The firat chance gone, pray who will give a second? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

If yon imiiBt on it — I stay; 
And just to while the hours away, 
I would amnae you, as I may, 
For I have pleasant arts and power, 
With bLowb to while the pasaing hour. 

FAUST, 

If it he pleaaant, try your art — 
Ab andience I will play my pait 

MEPHISTOFHELSS. 

In one hour shall more intense 
Pleasure flow on every sense. 
Than the weary year could give, 
In such life as here you live — 
The songs soft spirits sing to thee, 
The images they hring to th«e, 
Are no empty exhibition 
~lf the skill of a magician; 



Pictures fair and mosic's tone, 
Speak to eye and ear alone; 
But odours Bweet around thee sporting, 
Lingering tastes thy palate courting, 
Feelings gratified, enraptured, 
All thj senses shall be captnred. 
Preparation need not wa — 
Spirits, begin yonr melody. 

spmirs lAv. 

Vamsh, dark aj-ches, 

Tbat over us bend. 
Let the blue sky in beauty- 
Look in lika a &iend. 
Oh, that the bUck clouds 

A^nnder wete riven, 
That the small stars were bnghteniii^ 

All through the wide heaven! 
And look at them smiling 

And sparkling in splendour, 
Suns, but with glory 

Here placid and tender; 
Children of heaven. 

In spiritual beauty, 
Descending, and bending 

"With billowy motion, 

Downward are thronging, 
Willing devotion 

Flowing to meet them, 



^ 



Loving hearta longing, 

Sighing to greet them. 
O'er field and o'er flower, 

On bimk and in bower, 
The folds of their bright robes 

In breezy air streaming, 
Where loving ones living 

In lore's thoughtful dreaming 
Their fond hearts are giving 

For ever away. 



Bower on bower, 

Tendril and flower; 
Clastering gra^pes, 

The vine's purple treasure. 
Have fallen in the wine-vat, 
And bleed in its presaore — 
RS'oamiDg and steaming, the new wine is streaming, 
Over agate and amethyst, 
Bolls irom its fonnt^n, 
Leaving behind it 

Meadow and mountun. 
And the hill-slopes smile greener, far down where 

it breaks 
Into billowy streamlets, or lingers in lakes. 
And the winged throng , drinking deep of delight 
From the rivers of joy, are pursuing their flight 
Onward and onward. 
Wings steering Bun-ward, 



Where the bright ielandB, with magical monon, 

Stir with the waves of the stirring ocean. 

Where we hear 'em ehont in chorus, 

Or see 'em dauce on lawns before na, 

As over land or over waters 

Chance the idle parties Bcatter§. 

Some upon the far bilk gleaming. 

Some along the bright lakes streaming, 

Some their forms in air saspending, 

Float in circles never-ending. 

The one spirit of enjoyment, 

Aim, and impulse, and emploTment; 

All would breathe in the far distance 

Life, free life of fiill existence 

With the gracions stars above tbem , 

Smiling down to say they love them. 

MEPBISTOPHELES. 

He sleeps, — thanks to my little favourites — 
Why ye have fairly sung away his wits, 
And so be thongbt the devil to catch and keep! 
Well, well, I am a concert in your debt — 
Still cloud with dreams his nnsuapecting sleep. 
Antic and wildl — still in illaeion steep 
His fancy! — hover round and round bim yet, 
Haply dreaming, that I am 

^ Prisoner of the pentagram! 
\ — Tooth of rat . ■ . gets rid of that . . . 
Gnawmg, sawing, hit by bit, 

\ Till there be no trace of it; — 
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Little need of conjuring, 

fiats to sacL a place to bring; N 

One is nistling in the wall. 

He will hear my whispered call — 

The maGter of the Mice and Rats, 



\ 



FUea and Frogs, and IBugs and Bats. 

Sends his BnimnonB to appear; — 

ForthI and gnaw the threshold here; — 

He hath spilt the fragrant oil, 

Till it vanish tooth must foU: — 

— Sir Rat hath heard me — aee him n 

To the task that soon is done; 

Yonder angle, 'tie, confines 

Tonr master — gnaw the meeting-lines: 

Now the comer, near the door, 

All is done in one bite more. 



The prisoner and the pentagram are gone, 
I Dream, Faust, until we meet again, dream onl 

FAUST Co«ol.''ff). 

1 I again deceived? — and must I deem 
These gorgeous images, but phantoms shaped 
In the delusion of a lying dreamP 
And BO there was uo devil at all, 'twould seem — 
And it was but a poodle that escapedl 



SB FAUST. 



FAUSrS STUDY. 

PAUST — MXPHISTOPHSLB& 
FAUST. 

A knock! — Come in — who now comes to tonnent 
me? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
'Tifll. 

FAUST. 

Gome in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yon must command me tlirice. 

FAUST. 

Come in, then. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That will do — I'm satisfied — 
We soon shall be the best friends in the world. 



From jour mind to scatter wholly 
The mists of peevish melancholy, 
Hither come I now, and bear 
Of a young lord the noble air, 



{Enten* 




n liiB character; 
My dresH is splendid, yon behold, 
Blazing with the mddy gold, 
With mj stiff Bilken mantle's pride, 
And the long sword hanging by my side. 
And o'er my cap the cock's proud feather - 
I'm a fine fellow altogether. 
And now, my friend, without delay, 
Bqnip yourself in like array, 
That, light and &ee, you thus may Bee| 
Lif<a*B many pleasnreB what they be! 



Bee> 





In every dress alike I can bnt feel 

Life the same torture, earth the self-same prison; 

For your light pleasures I am all too old. 

Too young to have the sting of passion dead, 

The world — what can it give? "Refrain, refrainl" 

This is the everlasting song — the chime 

Perpetually jingling in all ears. 

And with hoarse accents every hour repeats it. 

Each mom, with a dull sense of something dreadful, 

I wake, and from my bitter heart could weep 

To see another day, which, in its course, 

Will not fulfil one wish of mine — not one! 

The teasing crowd of small anxieties. 

That each day brings, have frittered into dust 

All joy, until the very hope of joy 

Is something, that the heart has ceased to feel; ' — 

And life's poor masquerade — vapid and 'SB.ysMi.. 
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And wortlileHs aa it ia — breaks in upon, 

And disaipstcs, the world, which for itself 

The lonely man's imagination builds; 

— And, when the night is come, with heavy heart 

Must I lie down upon my bed, where rest 

la never granted me, vrhere wild dreams come, 

Hideous and scaring. The in-dwelling spirit, ~v. 

Whose temple ia my heart, who rules its powora, A 

Can Btir the bosom to its lowest depths, I 

Bat h aa no power to move eitemal na tnre; / 

And TEerefore ia existencft )inr(i ensiimp, / 

A nd death deairable. """^ 'if" '^*■t''Bfp'^ ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet Death's a guest not altogether welcome. 



Oh, happy he for whom, in victory's hour 
Of splendour, Death around hia temples binds 
The laurel dyed with blood, and happy he, 
Whom, after the fast whirl of the mad dance. 
Death in his true love's arms reposing finds. 
Would that I too had, in such rapturous trance, 
My individual being lost in his 
Dissolved before that lofty Spirit's might. 
Past, soul and aense abaorbed, away for ever! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And yet that night Tve seen a certain man 
Forbear to triste a certain dark brown liquid! 




FAUST. 

A spy too — peeling — prying — is it not bo? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I know not iLL, bnt many tilings I know. 



And if from harrowing thoughts the rich old ohaunt 

Bid win me; and the old remembered words, 

And the old music, like a spell recalling 

Faded remembranced; — if in the trance 

All that remained of my boy'e heart wa^ captive 

To the charmed echo of more happy days — 

Know I not — feel I not it was illusion? 

We are bat what the senses make of as. 

And this and all illusion do I corse, 

Alt that begailea us, man or "boy — that winds 

Over the heart its nets and chains ns here 

In thraldom down or voluntary trance. 

This mag^c jugglery, that fools the soul — 

These obscure powers that cloud and flatteriti 

Ob, cursed first of all be the high thoughts 

That man conceives of his own attribntesi 

And cursed be the shadowy appearances, 

Tha false delusive images of things 

That slave and mock the sensesi cursed be 

The hypocrite dreams that soothe ns when we think 

Of fame — of deathless and enduring names 1 

Cursed be all that, in self-flattery, 



We call our own, — wife, child, and alave, and 

plongh; — 
Cnne npon Mammon, when with luring gold 
He BtirB our sonh to hardy deeds, or when 
He smoothes the conch of indolent repose; 
A curse npon the sweet gfrape'a balmy juice, 
And the passionate joys of love, man's highest jojB — 
And cursed be all hope and all belief; 
And cursed, more than all, man's tame endnrance. 

Etrng o/imiaaU SPIRITS. 

Woe, woel thou hast destroyed itl 

This beautiful world: 
Mighty hJB hand, who dealt 

The blow thro' Nature felt 

Esjth withers: 

A demigod cursed it — 
A shock from the Spirit that shaped and enjoyed it; 
A blight from the bosom that nursed it; 
The fragments we sweep down Night's desolate steep, 
The fading glitter we moura and we weepl 

Proud and powerfiil 

Son of earth. 

To second birth, 

Call again the pageant splendid — 

Ob, restore what thou hast ronded — 

Be no more the wreck thou art - 

Recommence, with clearer sense, 





r 



And btiild witbin thy eecret heart; 
Be-create, vith better iaXe, 
Another world on firmer ground, 
And fax and near, and all aronnd, 
With songs of joy and triamphing, 
Heaven and the happy earth shall ring. . 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Listen to the witching lay! 

Wiae and wily ones be they; 

Little ones of mine , and good 

Children are they — sly and shrewd: 

Childlike are their voices — age 

Never uttered words more sage; 

Active life — tbe joys of sense 

Counsels all experience, — 

And my little ones do well, 

Conrting thee 'mong men to dwell. 

Far &om this monastic cell; 

Where passions and young blood together 

In solitude grow dry and wither. 

Oh, listen, and let charms like these 

Thy feelings and thy fancy aeize. 

Cease to indulge this misanthropic btmiour, 

Which like a vnlture preys npon thy life; 

The worst society will make thee feel 

That then, too, art a man, and among men — 

Not that I mean to mix yon with the rabble. 

I'm not myself one of the higher orders ;^ 

But if you will in company with ma j 
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I will contrive lo manage matters, 
And make arrangements to coavenience yon, 
Cheerfiilly — from this moment am your 
Or, if yon like me, am your eervaat — n 
Tour fllava 



And what must I pve in retnm? 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

Ob, lime enoagb to think of that hereafter. 



1 



No, no! the devil ia Belfish — very selfish — 
Does nothing for God's sate or from good nstnre : 
Come, out with your conditions, and speak plainly - 
There's little luck, I trow, with such a servant 

M EPHISTOPHELES. - 

I bind myself to be thy servant here, \ 

To mn and rest not at thy beck and bidding; \ 
And when we meet again in yonder place, f 

Tk«re, in like manner, then ehalt be my servant/ 



That tondeu flacb gives mo but small concern;) 
When thou hast first shattered this world to atoms, 
I ''Tiere may be others then, for aught I care. 
1 joys, that I can feel, from this earth flow, 
id this Bun shines upon my miseries! 



And were I once divorced from thetn 1 care sot 

What may hereafter happen — of these things 
I'll hear no more — I do not Beek to know 
If man, in future life, etill hates and loves*, 
If in those spheres tlicre be, as well as here, 
Like differences of Buffering and enjoyment. 
Debasement and superiority. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With feelings snch as these yon well may venture. 
Make only the engagement, and at once 
All will be pleasure — I have rare devices. 
And of my craft will show thee many marvels, 
Right strange and merry scenes will conjure up: 
Sights shalt tltou see that man hath never seen. 



Thou — what hast thou — poor devil? The mind of 



Man's seeking — BtrnggUng Bpirit — hopes 

piringB 
Infinite — are they things to be conceived 
By natures such as thou art? Yet hast thon. 
Poor devil, in thy degree a wherewithal 
To wile and win us; delicates uncloying 
Are — are they not? — among those lures of thine? 
Yea I hast thou the red gold that restlessly 
Iiike quicksilver slides from tlie hand — a game 
At which none wins, yet is it play? — a girl 
That with her lavish arms arouitil my bi;ftM,V.j 



1 
I 

if thine? ^K 

Eime ^^1 

J 
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96 FAUST. 

"With willing eyes ogles and wooes another, 

— And splendour bast ttou? — rank — wilt give me 

the-se? 
Tlie EtarligLt moteors of ambition's beav'n? 
Aye! let mo see this pleasant frnit of thine 
TLftt roto before wo gather it — the trees 
That each day bud and bloom anew.* 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fine things to fancyl — to be sure you shall ^ 
Have this or any thing you wish to ask for, — ■) 
Something less spiritual were something better; 
But by and by we'll find the Doctor's taste 
Improving, — we'll have our own pleasant places. 
And our tit bits — and our snug little parties, 
And — what will keep the Doctor's spirit qniet; — 
• — I promise yon, you'll feel what comfort is. 



Comfort and quietl — no, nol none of these 

For me — I ask them not — I seek them not. 

If ever I upon the bed of sloth 

Lie down and rest, then be the hour, in which 

I so lie down and rest, my last of life. 

Canst thou by falsehood or by flattery 

Delude mo into self-complacent smiles, 

Cheat me into tranquillity? come, then. 

And welcome life's la^t day — be this onr wager. 



^^L Cheat me i 
^^1 And welco 



" ThB Korlde Oax utmtlb maty d^e. 



mtU, u^H 
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FAUST. 
UEPHISTOFHELES. 



Done, B&j I — clench we at onco the bargain, 
I If ever time should flow so calmlj' on, 
Soothing mj sphits into BacL oblivion, 
Tliat in the pleasant trance I wonld arrest, 
And bail the happy moment in its course, 
Bidding it linger with me — "Ob, how fair 
"Art thon, delicious moment!" — "Happy days, 
"Why will ye flee?" — "Fair visiousl yet a little 
"Abide with me, and bless me — fly not yet," 
Or words like these — then tlirow me into fetters — 
Tlien willingly do I consent to periab; 
Then may the death-bell peal its heavy sounds; 
Then is thy service at an end — and then 
The clock may cease to strike — the hand to move - 
For mo be time then passed away for everl 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



*Fbink well upon it — we will not forget 



Bemember, or forget it, as yon please; 
I have resolved — and that not rashly: her«, 
While I remwn, I needs mnst be a slave — 
■[What matter, therefore, whethcii thinQ, i^t 'kV>^%c>1 
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98 FAUST. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

m diea, belike, at the Doctors' Feast to-day \ 

Attend, your humble friend and servitor. \ 

Just one thing more — as life and death's uncertain, j 
rd wish to have a line ov two in writing. ^^^ 

And doat thou ask a -nriting, too, poor pedant? 
Know yon not Man? Man's nature? or Man's word? 
Is it not enough that I have spoken it? 
My very life — a!! that I have and am, 
What is it but an echo of wj word. 
Pledge of the will that gives it utterance? 
If words be nothing, what is writing more? 
Ib the world's course one sea of stonny madness, — 
Its thousand streams, in conflict everlasting, 
Eavlng regardlessly? roll they not on? 
Must they not roll? — and can it he that I, 
In this perpetual movement, shall not move — 
Held back, the slave and prisoner of a promise? 
Yet in this fancy all believe alike: 
If a delusion, all men are deluded — 
And is there one that would he nndecdved? 
Truth and the feeling of integrity 
Are of the heart's own osBence — should they call 
For sufferings, none repents the sacrifice. 
Oh, happy ho, whom Truth accompanies 
In all his walks — from outward cumbrance ftes — 
Fore of all eoil — dwelling within the heart, 
Light to his steps and guidance: oracle 





To lead or to mislead, none dotli he seek; 
Goosalts no casaiBt, but an Iioneat cooBcience; 
Of sacrificDB recks not, and repents not. 
But a stamped parcliment and a formal deed, 
With seal and signature, all alirink from this 
As something that ofibnda and wounds our nature; 
It robs, methinks, the worde of all their life, 
The letter, and that only binds us now; 
Such virtue, and no other can it have,' 
As seal and stamp, as wax and parchment give — 
Bnt why? — why argue for it or against it? — 
Is writing more than the unwritteu word? 
— What, evil one, what is it you require? 
Brass? marble? parchment? paper? — do you wish 
Graver or cliisel? or plain pen and ink? — 
Hare which you please — any or all of them. 

I MEPHISTOPHELES. 

' "Why this excitement? why this waste of oratory? 
These frantic gestures? — any scrap will do; — 
Just scratch yonr name, there, in a drop of bloo^ 

FAUST. 

. A silly farce — but if it gratifies you 

I MEPHISTOPHELES. 

B lood it must be — blood has peculiar virtuea . 

FAUST. 

Fear not that I will break this covenant; 
. The only impulse now that swaya mj ^■^ct*. 
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^^ iOO FAUST. 

/ Hy sole desire in life, is what I've proinisedl 
\ TvB been pnffed np with fancies too aspiring, 
/ My rank is not more higL than thine; I am 
] Degraded and despised by the Great Spirit; 
/ Nature is sealed from mo; the web of thoaght 
V /Is shattered; burst into a thonsand threads; 
J / I loathe, and sicken at the nnnte of knowledga ^ 
f j Now in the depths of sen&nality 
\ / To still these bnming passions; to be wrapped 
/ In the impenetrable cloak of magic, 
/ With things miracnlons to feast the senses I 
:^ I Let's fling ourselves into the stream of time, 
I Into the tumbling waves of accident, 
V Let pain and pleasure, laathing and enjoyment, 
\ Mingle and alternate, as it may be; 
^Restlessness is man's best activity. 



k 



Nothing whatever is there to restrain you — 

K your desires be as yon say, to taste 

Of every sweet — sip all things — settle nowhere — 

Catching each moment wbile upon the wing 

In random motion all that meets the eye, 

Bi&ing from every fiower its bloom and fragrance, 

If any thing will do that is amusing — 

I wish you joy of this new life — come on — > 

Sat to at once — come — come, no bashfal loitering. 

FAUST. 

Hearken. I have not said one word of bliss — ] 
Henceforth do I devote and yield myself, / 




Heart, Bonl, and life, to ra ptiironfl exdt egent — 

Sudi dizzy, sncli iatoxi catine jo; , 

As r^liea we staod upon a precipice , 

Makes reel the giddy sense and the brain wMrll 

From ^ia day forward am I d gjicata 

To the indnlgence of te mpestuous passion — 

L ove agoniBing — idoliain g batmiL, — 

C heering vexation — all that an tjnatea 

And is our natnre; and th e heart, se rened 

And separ ated from the toil of kn o wledge , 

Cnred of t he fever that bo long op pressed it, 

Sh air"cease __tQ^ nt itself a gai ngt the w g,ands 

Of painj _whate'er is portioned 'roong mankind 

In my own intimate self shall I enjoy, 

With my soul grasp all thoughts most high or d 

Heap on my heart all human joys and woes. 

Expand myself until mankind become 

A part, as 'twere, of my Identity, 

And they and 1 at last logetEier perish. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A pretty passion for a man to cherish! 
Believe me, who have for some thousand years, 
, Day after day, been champing this bard food, 
I Bitter bad diet is the same old leaven. 
\ Take a friend's word for it who ought to know, 
\ Never hath man from cradle to the bier 
a digesting the tough dough; 
1 the Uni versal is noj givfln. 
tl'he Whole" la only foL A-God *n 1'jA>^ _ 
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H e lives — eteg iiil ligllt - Tin }iMh lin dr ignn 
I nto the D arltn'""' — ynnr p is Day n ntT TCiglrt. 



This flaunts not mc! 

MEPIllSTOrHELES. 

Sdd boldly and aaid well! 
To Die thcro gcguis to b& one obstacle; 
Ar* !onga, vita brevit — tho old story — 
Take a few lessons more — and then determine. 
Call to yonr aid Bome bnilder np of verses, 
Let his mind wander in tbe fields of thought, 
Imagining high attributes to heap 
On you — the lion's magnanimity — 
Tlio fleetness of tho stag — tho fiery blood 
That dances in the hearts of Italy — 
Tho constancy and firmneas of the North — 
Let his invention gift you with the secret, 
With lofty tlioughts low cunning to combine — 
To love with all a young heart's ardent impalsoa, 
Yet following closely some cold plan of reason — 
And thus to reconcile each contrariety. 
A pleasant person this Herr Microcosmos, 
I think I've met him Bomowhere in society. 




What am I then — if here too all in vwn 
llie pasBiouB and the senses pant and strain. 
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If thia — the crown of our hnmanity 
Is placed on heigbts I never can attaia? 



You are juBt what yon are — nay — never doubt it, 
Heap lying cnrls in millions on your head; 
On socks — a cubic high — plant yonr proud tread, 
You are just what you are — that's all about it. 



Alaal in vain poor I together scraped 

All that man's science till this day hath shown; 

And all that his imagiuation shaped, 

I in ambition's dreams have made my own. 

A weary task it was — a sullen strife, 

And now I sit me down, helpless, alone, 

No new power comes — no etrength — no spring of 

life. 
Not by a hair's breadth higher is my height, 
Par — far as ever from the Infinite. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ayel this is Man's presumptuous view — 
Mine, leas ambitious, is more true — 
Why to these moody fancies give 
The rein? while living, why not live? 
Why, what the mischiefl you have got 
Your head — hands — hauncb-pannch — 

not — 
Bat all that I employ — enjoy — 
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,104 FAUST. 

la it less mine? When ta my car 

My money yokes six spaokers, are 

Their limbs not my limb&? Is't not I 

On the prond race-course that daah by? 

Tea, I it is that sweep along, 

Swift in their speed — in their Btrengtb, strong — 

Miae all the forces I combine — 

The fonr-and- twenty legs are mine — 

Up! npl throw off thU clond of gloomi 

uomel comet — into the world — cornel comel — 

Away with dreams — your theorist 

- let me tell yon — like a beast 
On a dry heath, whom a bad Spirit 
In one dull circle roand and ronnd 
, Keeps whirling, while on all sides near it 
^e bright green paatnrea every where abound. 



Bnt how begin? 

M EFHI STOPHELBS. 

First, mnst we fly from hence — 
What place of martyrdom is this? what life 
Is this to lead? or can you call it life, 
Wearying yourself and pupils thus for ever? 
Better leave such work to your neighbour Paunchman, 
Why stay to plagne yourself with threshing straw? 
A&aid, eveirin a hint, to intimate 
Tour best acquirements to the boys who crowd 
Your lectore-room ; even now upon the passage 
I hear the foot of one. 



FAUST. 

Impossible; I cannot see Hm no-v. 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

The poor lad has been wEudng a long vhile; 

We shonld npt let.bmi go withont some notice; 

A quarter of an hour wit! do for him — 

Come, Doctor, help me on with jonr cap and gown, 

Trnst to my wits — I rather like the whim — 

This mSEqasrade diesa becomes me charmingly, 

Meanwhile, yon may be gettiag into trim 

Fit for this fashionable trip of onrs. [Fatal am 

{MEPHI3T0PHKLKS in FaUST's ln»£- gcrwH.) 

A y, thna continue to contem n 

Beason and knowledge, man'e best powers, 

And eve ry hope ha can inhe pt t 

Htill apeak despisingly of them, 

Heart-hardened by an evil spirit; 

Soul and senBes in confusion, 

Mocked by magical delusion; 

Still indulge derision yain. 

Mine thou art, and must rematnl 

His is an eager, restless mind, 
That presses forward anconfined 
And, in the anticipation 
Of a brisk imagination, 
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Kver active, still ontmeaaiirefi 

The alow steps of earthly pleasures; 

Him, through the world's wild vaniqr, 

Its weariaomo inanity, 

Will I linrry forward, tbus 

Breaking his impetuoua 

And fiery temper — he will sprawl. 

And Btart, and stand — then stick and fall - 

Meats and vines nnsatisfjdng 

Shall before his lips be flying — 

The withered spirit seekB in vain 

Health and refreabnient to obtain — 

What need of seal and signatnre 

In blood, such spirit to sBcnre? 

StODENT entiri. 



\ am bnt jnst arrived — yonr name 
My chief attraction; and I came 
At once, — forgive my strong desire 
To see and speak to him, whose fame 
Has spread so far — wEiom all admire. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fame has been most obli^ng, then: 
Ton see a man like other men — 
Did yon seek farther, yon might meet 
Abler instructors. 



I cDtreat 
Yotir core and counsol — -wiih a guide 
Where could I better be supplied? 
I come with heart and spirits free, 
And youth — and the profeaeor's fee. 
My mother scarce would let mo come; 
But I lovo learning more than homo — 
Have for improvement travelled far 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And in tho best place for it are. 



And jet, if I the tmtli may say, 

I would I were again away: 

Walls like these, and balls like these, 

Will, I fear, in no wise pleaael 

The narrow gloom of this cold room, 

Where nothing green is ever seen; 

No lawn — no tree — no floweret's bloom — 

'Mong benches, books, my heart is sinking, 

And my wasted senaes shrinking — 

I mourn the hour that I came hither; 

Ear and eye, and heart witl die, 

Thought, and the power of thought, will wither. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This is all custom: as at 6rst 
Unwillingly the young child eips 
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108 nujsr 

The breast; bat Boon, with eager thirst, 

And piessuro of delighted lips, 
Clings to the mother's heart, that ^ves 
The liviug food on which he lives ; 
Thus thon, each day more deeply blest. 
Wilt drink from "Wisdom's ntursin^ breast. 



Oh, to my heart shall she be strained 
With love! — hot bow is she obtained? 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

First, let me beg, that yon will mention 
What line of life is yoor intention? 



Oh, I long ardently to know 

Whatever man may leam below, 

All that we contemplate on earth. 

And all that in the heaven hath birth, 

To roam through learning's wondrous maze. 

And comprehend alt nature's ways. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Right; bnt by pradence still be guided, 
Gnard most, that thoaght and mind be not 
Much dissipated and divided. 



Witli soul and strength will I apply, 

But now and then could eeize with pleusure 

A few short hours of idle leisore. 

A little thoughtless liberty; 

A pleasant summer holiday, 

When skies are bright, and fields are gay. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Make good use of your time, for fast 

Time flies, and is for ever paat; 

To make time for yourself beg-in 

By order — method — discipline; 

For this I counsel my young friend 

A course of logic to attend; 

Thus will your mind, well-trained, and high, 

In Spanish boots stalk pompously I 

With solemn look, and crippled pace, 

The beaten road of thonght will trace: 

Nor here and there, through paths oblique, 

In devious wanderings idly strike; 

For days and days yon then are taught, 

That, in what hitherto had gone. 

Like eating, and like drinking, on. 

One, Two, and Three, the guide mnst bo 

In this which seemed till now so &ee. 

Bnt, as the weaver's work is wronght, 

Even so is formed the web of thought; 

One movement leads a thousand thteadB, 

Unseen they move, as now ahave 
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110 nursr 

n* ibuUle dvti, unr darti Mw; 
Om beat comluna a thoaaand fiaw, 
Aai not anHlu would teem the tew 
Of mind, wben N&tore dunks in na. 
But now in atepa PMloiophiu, 
To prove it conld not bat be thus. 
"Tiejlrtt tea* to — (A* ueond »o — 
TTtn miut th« IMrd and fumtih hi to — 
And if the prfimiet he holUno, 
Tlutt tk» eoncliuioH will not foUoic^^ 
'Itie I&ngoage tLis of bU the scbools 
'ilie Art "/ Weaving tattght By rulet 
Tliat men profonnd and boja believel 
• — Do tliey teach anj one to veaveP 
Jicro lie, who seeks to learn, or gives 
Dctcriptions of, a thing that livea, 
Uo^oa with "murdering, to dissect," 
'J'lio lifolcsi parts ho maj* inspect — 
'J'lie limbt are there beneath his knife, 
And all — hut that which gavo them life! 
Alas! the spirit bath withdrawn, 
Q'hnt which informed the mass is gone — 
'Jlioy Bcrutinise it, when it ceases 
'I'o be itself, and count its pieces — 
Mnger and feel them, and call this 
lixpertuent — analysis. 

what we handle then the whole? 

there no animating seal? 

natoro is there nothing meant? 

I law, no lunguBgo of Intent? 



Oh I conld jroOT chemiEt, in whose hand 

rhe fragments ore, but understand 

The lormB he oseBl '' Encheiretii 

Naitira" — for the phrase expresses 

With Bcom, that it eeems strange should be 

In words thus accidentally, 

How less than nothing can avail 

These tricks of dabbling and detail. 

STUDENT. 

I cannot wholly comprehend yonr meaning. 

M EPHISTOPUELES. 

No matter — next time you'll got better on — 
WTien yon have learned to arrange, and classify. 
And body all you hear in Gyliogisms. 

STUDENT. 

My brain is stupified — I feel 
As if, within my head, a wheel 
Was whirling roond with ceaseless reel 



Next — most important thing of all — 

With zeal to metaphysics fait. 

There, see — or think that yon see — plai 

What — does not pass within the brain. 

Onr faculties are too confined 

To guide oa here — the human mind 

Fails — and we are and most be bUui. 



r 
I 



lit mm 

TboBghta are or are not in the head, - 
Use semceablo words instead; 
Bat first be sure the next half-year 
At every lecture to appear — 
Five bonrs each day for lectniini^ — 
Be there the moment tbc bells ring. 
Be sure beforehand to prepare, 
Have read the syllabus ^th care; 
Have every paragraph well conned, 
Watch, lest the teacher go beyond 
The matter written in bis book; 
Then as you writo bin -dictates, look 
That you take down verbatim all 
And every sentence he lets fall, 
Ab if each sentence scripture were, 
That comes from the professor's chair. 



This, sir, yon need not toll me twice — 
I feel bow useful the advice; 
What one has thus in black aud white. 
He can take homo with liim at night 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But what profession is your choice? 

STUDENT. 

Law shall uot ever have my voice^ 



UEFHI5TOPKELE5. 

In this, I own, you show diacerning: 

I know, and do not love, this learning. 

Laws every where are like tlia taint 

Of an inherited complaint, 

The corse of an infected raco; 

Their downward progress you may trace, 

From land to land, tlirongh blighted nations, 

Afflicting distant generations — 

Beason made nonsenoe, gond intent, 

In lapse of time warped from Its tmo scnae. 

Tilings for the common welfare meant, 

Becoming thus a common nuisance. 

Unhappy, that it was thy fate 

To have been bom an age too late. 

The laws for thy great grandsire made 

Are laws to thee — must be obeyed — 

Must bo obeyed, and why? Becanse, 

Bad though they be, they are the laws; 

But of the rights by nature (aught. 

And bom with man, they take no thought. 

STUDENT. 

Tou deepen my abhorrence for 
That, which I did before abhor — 
T wish to learn Theology. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I fear to lead you wrong — and I 
Speak here with more of hesitation. 
It is a da ngerous vocati on. 

Fault. % 



I 



I U FADST. 

T hia same TheoloRy : jt« way« 

Are such a taoglcd serpent maze — 

Snch poison every where disgaiaed — 

And every wLere aa medicine prized — 

That which ia which, or why 'tis bo, 

Few can conjecture — none can know. 

The hest thing that the case affords 

la — Btick to Bome one doclor's words: 

Muntaln his doclrinea out and out, 

Admit no qualifying doaht; 

But Btick to words at any rata, 

llieir magic bids the temple gate 

Of Certainty fly safely ope — 

W ords, words alone, «ub your best h ope. 

STUDENT. 

But in each word mnst be a thought 

MEFHISTOPHELES. 

There is, or we may so aBSume, — 
Not always found, nor always sought, 
While words — mere words, supply its r 
Worda answer well, when men enlist 'em 
In building up a favourite eyatem; 
With words men dogmatise, deceive; 
With words diapute, on words believe; 
And be the meaning much or little, 
The Word can lose nor jot nor tittle. 



1 



STUDENT. 

Pardon — I feel my questionB teasa yoo. 

Just for a moment more — one word 

On Medicine, so please yon. 

With but three years for it, it were absurd 

For one like me, without a guide, 

To enter oa a course so wide; 

And your experience may suggest, 

In such a field, what path ia beat. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (latdt)- 

I'm sick of this pedantic tone, 

Too long assumed. Now for mj ownl 

(iloai.) 

The trade of medicme's easiest of all: 
'Tis but to study all things — every where — 
Nature and man — the great world and the small - 
Then leave them at hap-hazard etilT tc( fare. 
It is, you see, plainly impossible 
That one man should be skilled in every science — 
"Who learns the little that he can, does well: 
The secret of the art is self-reliance. 
A man can learn but what he can; 
Who hits the moment is the man. 
— You are well made — have common sense, 
And do not want for impudence. 
Be fearless — others will confide no less, 
When yon are confident of your success — 
The only obstacle is indecision; 
But, above all, win to youraelf thft ^Qm.(sa — 
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They have tlieir thousand weaknesses and a 

And the one cure for them Is <he Phyrician. 

A due consideration for the sex 

Will teach the valae of decorous BeemiDg: 

Let hat appearances be nnsuspicions, 

And they are every thing their doctor wishes. 

The title "Doctor" is essential, 

Our university credential, 

That, oa in one approved and tried, 

They may nndoubtingly confide. 

Then in the very earliest stage 

Of new acquaintanceship you lead them, 

Enjoying every privilege 

Of t6te-fi-tfite familiar freedom; 

Although the young phyeidaa'a eyea 

Exhibit half, and half disguise 

Something, like tenderness, the while 

Mingling with the habitual guile 

Of the sly acquiescent smile: 

Then may you feel the taper wrist, 

Nor will there one of them resist 

The hand professionally prest 

— Permitted boldness — on her breast, 

Or round her waist the free arm thrown, 

To feel how much too tight her zone. 

STUDENT. 

This Beems more feasible — one sees 
Something like reason in all this — 
W/anJDff tie household through the wife. 





M EPHISTOPH ELES. 

Theory, friend, is old and grey. 
And green the golden tree of lifel 

STUDENT. 

Is this reality? — bo like a dream 
All seems! May I, upoa some future day, 
KeBume my visit? — leam the gronnds and root 
Of these your doctrines? 

■ M EPHISTOPH ELES. 

Come when it may sai 



Oae farour more — deem not your guest 
Intrusive — grant me this request — 
Just in my album write a line. 

M EPHISTOPH ELES. 

"With pleasure. 

[ trr/to, anJ rctitrns thf Book, 



Enti» lievt Deut, laentet ionum el malum, 

ISAnls it raptitfulty, end exit. 

M EPHISTOPH ELES. 

If the wily proverb guide thee , and my cousin the sly 

snake, 
A weary man thy likeness to the gnds will of thee 



Mm 



WLbtb go we now? 




'HISTOPHELES, 



ff Oh! wLeresoe'er you please; — 

See all that's to be *een in common life, 
And then, bo please yon, visit the gay world, 
Dancing and revelling ecat-&ee, and careless 
n "Who pays the piper. 

FAUST. 

What, with my long beard? 
How shall I trim it into decent shape? 
And I want ease of maaners, and the knowledg^e 
Of life — why, the experiment mTist fail 1 
I cannot — never could at any time — 
Be what society requires : I am 
Abashed in company — shall every moment 
Be at a lossl 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My good friend, have no fear 
On this score — be bnt self-poBBeasad — that is 
Thu only art of life. 



How do yon mean 
- where ara servants? horses? carriage? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We only spread this mantle out, and it; 
Wafts ns through air in this our daring journey. 
Bring out with you no loads of heavy baggage: 
A little gas, which I will soon have ready, 
Will lift us high above the earth; — light laden. 
We will move fast, and soon be far away! 
Welcome, my firiend, to the new life before you — 
A pleasant change. I wish you joy of itl 




120 FAUST. 



AUERBACH'S CELLAR IN LEIPZIG. 

SET OF MERRY COMPANIONS. 
FROSCU. 

Is no one laugbing? • — no one drinking? 
Come, come, a truce to sober thinking! 
Hang these long faces — come, be sprightly I 
What, you that used to blaze so brightly I 
All dull and damp — smoking together 
Like dunghill straw in rainy weather? 

BRANDER. 

'Tis your fault that we are not jolly — 
Have you no beastliness, no folly 
To treat us to to-night? 

FROSCH {throws a glass of wins over BRAKDER'S hsad). 

Have both. 

BRANDER. 

Brute that you are! Were I not loth — jtr- 

FROSCH. 

You got but what you asked me for. 



Come, come, we'll have no civil war — 
We'll have no difference of opinion 
In tluB oar absolnte dominion. 
Whoever qnarrels, kick him ont — 
Now raiso the choras lonnd about — 
Lift oveiy voice, and awill, and shout — 

With holla — holla - 



HelpI help! I am lost — bring mo cottoul the clieora 
Will Bplit open my sknll, and play hell with my ears. 



When the arches ring again, 

We feci tbo basB in fiill power then. 



Bigbt, right, say I, witli all my heart; 
If any one in evil part 
Takes any thing, tliat here is done, 
Why, kick bim out, the bitcb'e son. 

ALTMAYER. 

A tara — li 



k 



All throats are tnned. 



Tht My Bomiih emptrt now, ^^^H 

ITotg dou it hold logttherf ^^H 

6RANDER. ^^H 

ji •lOiit^ "ong — pabat — a political Bong ^^ 

A most offonvive son^. Thank God each da^, 

Jtixing from bed, that joa have nought to bkj 

With govoraing this Romish empire; I 

Orently rojoico and hiesa my Btars therefore, 

I dm not £mpGror or Chancellor; 

Slill I Ree no fiufficiont reason why 

Wo aliuuld not have a ruler; — I propose 

That wo elect a Pope — what qualification 

Hhonld innric a candidate for consecration, 

I All of ye know. 
: 



FROSCH (S.-.IB,). 

Oriel her, Ladi/ NightingaU , 
0ml my love ten tliowand timet. 

StEBEL. 

Lovo mootiegi and greetings — let ns not hear o 

PROSCH. 

Iiovo-greotings and meednga — who can keep clear o 
them? 



w 

H Undo t 

H Onen 

H For th; 

H 8but-tc 



Undo iLe door in Etill^ night — 
Open latch — thy loye keeps watch; 
For thy sake — is he awake, 
Shut-to the door at morning's lighL 



Tes! sing, sing on — a little while sing onl 
Sing her sweet praises! — I will langh anon- 
Me she deceived, and thee she is deceiving, 
Devil that she is — whom there is no believing — 
Has played the eamo tricks with each man that sought 

her — 
I wbh some goblin of the forest caught her 
On a cross-road — or that, from the witch-dances 
On Blocksherg, trotting home, an old back-goat. 
With his loug-bearded chin and meg-a-geg throat, 
Made up to her — 'tis some such bnite she fancies; 
A yoang fellow of proper flesh and blood, 
To be thns thrown away were far too good; 
From me no serenading should she gain. 
Other than dashing in each window-pane. 

BRANDER {liiHing m ll-l labU). 

Silence there — silence — all attend to me — 
Gentlemen, I know life, and how to live; 
And, as some of us seem in lave to be, 
A song for love-sick people will I give. 
Your merry singer is the best physician 
For a poor devil in such sad condition. 
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Here all of you attend — come, ceaae your i 

tering — 
And listen to a song of the first pattern — 
And all join in the cborna: — 



Once in a cellar lived a rat, 

Whose paunch each day grew Bmoother; 

He dined on hatter, snpped on fat, 

And looked like Doctor Luther. 

The cook put poison in his way, 

And when our poor rat tasted it. 

He felt a cramping in his heart, 

As fierce as if Lore wasted it 

Ai fierce at if Love tcaHed it. 

And he ran ronnd, and ont he ran. 

And looking for a cure, he 

Drank at each puddle, gnawed, and scratched. 

And raved in perfect fury, 

In pain be fell — in pain he sprang. 

The cook with pleasure gazed at it; 

Poor creature felt at heart a pang, 

As fierce as if Love wasted it. 

Ai fierce at if Love teasled it. 

And torture drove him at noon-day 
To mn into the kitchen; 
He fell down on the hearth, and lay 
Convulsing there and screeching. 



I 




FAUST. 

jOhB. laugbed the cook to see Iiim sprawl 

In death, and feel she hasted it: 

Hal hal quoth she, yoar heart is gone, 

As sore as if Love wasted it. 

r */ LooB wailed it. 

SIEBEL. 

How the heavy logs eujoy it. 
As if a rat had nothing good , 
And 'twere a virtue to destroy iL 

BRAND ER. 

The rats, it seems, are special favourites; 
Creatures of generons gentle blood , 
And hold high place in your good graces. 

ALTHAYER. 

Old baldpate, with the paunch there, — how his wits 
Are gone! — to him the rat'e case his own case is — 
With food too good for it the belly swollen. 
Then the poor thing in death convulsions rolling — 
No vender it should jar and strike 
Upon his nerves — it is too like. 
I Mkphistophelks am/ F\usT tnlir, 

I MEPHISTOPHELE5 (in BmMrialioH Ktt\ FAUST). 

t— And first I feel anxiety, 
To show you our "Society 
Of merry fellows;" — free and gay, 
Regular rioters are they. 
And their whole life is holiday; 



at 



1 



The reqniutea for happiness 

Are few, are — what these men po«sen: 

With lively Gpirits — self-conceit — 

And little, very littlo wit — 

TiB the game life, the whole year ronnd, 

The self-same set together found; — 

£ach night, their songs — tbeir drink — their game — 

Their mirth — tbeir very jests the same; 

And as its tail diverts a kitten, 

So ihey with their own jokes are smitten: 

They ask no more than thns to snp — 

Witbont A head-ache to get ap — 

And while the host will credit give 

Are satisfied — and thns they livel 



They're travellers off a jonmey, you may see it 
In tbeir odd manners — are not here an hour. 



Yon're right, cjnite rigbtl Leipzig, say I, for everl 
Leipzig's a little Paris in itself: 
'^ n'd know our Leipzig people any where, 
so fi Dished. 



"k you, are they? 



SIECEL, 

But these strangers, 



Only wait r moment — 
In the twinkle of a, bumper I will tell you — 
I'll worm it out of them as easily 
Ab draw an infant's tooth: let me alone 
For managing them: I gnesB that they belong 
To the nobility, they look so lianghty, 
So distant, — you would almost say — displeaeed. 

BRANDER. 

Thoy are mountebanks, I'll lay yon any wnger. 

ALTMWEK. 



Probably. 



FROSCH. 

See if I dou't screw it out. 



Always the 
Ereu when 



MEPHISTOPHELES (la FAUST). 

same, they never scent the devil, ^^ 
he has them by the nape of the neck. \ 

FAUST. 

Your servant, gentlemen — 

SIECEL. 

Thanhs, sir, and yours — 
(Znoh'ng at JlEPHiaTOPHELES, in a low tont.) 
The fellow limps a little ou one foot. 



I 
I 

I 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Will yon permit as to sit down with you, 
And for good wine, which cannot be had here, 
Give as the pleosnre of good company? 

ALTTvTAVER. 

Yon seem a most faslidiotis gentleman. 



Yon are lately come fromRippach, are you not, sirs? — 
Have been at supper with old Hans to-night? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To-day we did not stop; — last time we spoke to bim 
He told us some good Btoiies of hia con&iDs — 
And sent bia compliments to each of you. 

ALTTUAYER. 

A home-thrust that — ths fellow's not to he done. 

SIEBEL. 

He knows tbo world, and how to make out Ufa. 

FROSCH. 

Wait, wait, until I'll bave bim before long. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Was I docGiTcd, for jaEt as we came in 
We beard, or thought we heard, a merry chorus 
Of practised voices? — what a rich effect 
JtTusic mnst bave along this vaulted roof. 
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FROSCH. 

You are a virtuoso then — 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Oh, nol 
My skill is next to none — but I love music. 

ALTMAYER. 

Give us a song — 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

A hundred, if you please. 

SIEBEL. 

Something original — something brand-new. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

We Ve just returned from Spain, romantic Spain, 
The land of wine and song. 

iSings.) 

Once on a time there was a king, 

A lovely queen had he — 
But dearer far than queen or son, 

He loved a big black ^ek. 

FROSCH. 

A flea! is it possible I heard him right? 
A flea! oh, what a guest to grace a palacel 

Fautt. % 



Once on a time, there was a king, 

A lovely queen had he — 
But deaj-cc far than qneen or son, 

He loved a big black float 
He called the royal tailor, 

Who measores him, and stitches 
A coat for the young favourite. 

And a little pair of breeches. 



Forget not, sire, to charg-e the tailor strictly 
That they be well and fashionably made — 
And as he seta a value on his head, 
That Le shall leave no seam, or plait, or wrinkle! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of Btlk and satin were the clothes 

Our young lord looked bo fine in — 
He Bported ribands — and a cross 

Upon his breast was shining! 
Soon Minister, he wore a star, 

Lived splendidly and gaily, 
Hia poor reladouH all got place. 

And thronged the palace daily. 

And Qaeen and Maid got bites and Htings, 
And were afraid to scratch 'em; 

They cursed (he flea and all bis kin, 
But did not dare to catch 'em! 



^m FAUST. 

^ But we, if we get stia^ ov bite, 

KoDe hinders ns to scratch 'om; 
And if the fleas be tronblesoine , 

»We kill them when we catch 'em. 
CHORUS. — Arid if, &V. 
FROSCH, 

Bravo! bravol that was excellent. 

EIEBEL. 

We'll catch and play the dcviL with the fleas. 

BRANDER. 

With pointed nail and finger, pressed together. 

ALTMAVER 

Freedom and Wine for overl — Wine and Freedoml 

MEPHIST0PHELE3. 

Willingly would I drink long life to Freedom; 
But that your wines are execrably bad. 



You must not venture to aay this again! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only I fear to vex our worthy host, 

I'd give you something better &om our cellars. 

SIEBEL. 

Out with it then. Fll take the blame on me. 
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FROSCS. 

Poxa ont a bnmper if you wisli to please ns — 
None of your sample thimblefals for me — 
When I try wine, I like a deep long draught — 
That is the only way to judge of it 

ALTMAVER (in a law voice), 

IVe Strong suspicions they are from the Rhine. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bring mo a gimlet 

BRANDER. 

What to do with it? — 
You cannot have your wine-casks at the door. 

ALTMAYER. 

Behind, there, is the landlord's chest of tools. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {iakUtg mp th$ gimkt). 

Now say what wine you wish. 

FROSCH. 

What do you mean? 
Ilavo you so many? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Each may choose his favourite. 

ALTMAYER (U FROSCH). 

Sm) ^*ou begin to lick your lips already. 



7R0SCH. 

Well then, if I may choose, I'll take the Kheniah: 

The best gifts we receive are from our country. 



ij'ow get a little wax — and make eome stoppera. 

ALTMAVER. 

'Tis plain that tliey are jugglers. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (io BRANDEK). 

Sir, your choice? 

BRANDER. 

_^'U have Champagne — sparkling Champagne for mel 

^■B pUePHISTOPl ISLES boTis again; oiu c/ lie parly km in the 
^^H mean timt prtparid tkt taax itapprrs and slapftd the gimlet 

^^ kola. 

BRAKDER, 

One cannot always do without the Foreigner — 
But give him to me in the shape of w 
A trne-born German hates with all his heart 
A Frenchman — hot their wines a 

SIEBEL (u MEPHISTOPHELES ifpfoaO^ k/, ual). 

I'd have yon know I bate all acid wines — 
Give me a glasa of genaioe sweetl 
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MEPHISTOPHELBS. 



Tlien let it be. 



Tokay 



ALTMAYER. 



No, gentlemen, this wonH do! 
Now look mo straight in the £ace, old mountebank: 
I see 70a bat bamboozle nsl — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes I yes! 
A very likely story — to play tricks 
On noble guests like you! now fast — make ready — 
Out with the word — pray, sir, what wine shall I 
give you? — 

ALTMAYER. 

Any and all! whatever I can get 

{AJter all ths hoUs are bored and itopped, MEPHISTOPHELES, with 

strange gestures.) 

Grapes are of the vine-branch bom; 
The buck-goat^s is a branch of horn 
Wine is sap — and grapes are wood, 
The wooden board yields wine as good. 
All is clear to him that seeth — 
Lift the veil and look beneath, 
It is but a deeper glance 
Under Nature^s countenance — 
Now behold — your prophet saiih — 
MiracleB — if you bave faith* 



Eveiy man draw up Iiis stopper, 

And drink sucb wiae as be tbinke proper. 



Flow on, brigbt rill — flow on and fill 
Onr hearts with joy — flow on at will! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Drink — bat be cautions bow yon spill: 
There's danger if a drop but falls. 

[ T&^ drink nftaiedly. 

ALL (.Aij). 

That wB will — tbat we will! — 

Happy as the cannibals; 
Like five hundred swine we swill. 



FAUST. 

11 not come here again. 



Look at tbem, they're the happiest of men. 
Take me away — 

M EPH ISTOPHXLES. 

Wait till yon see them in their glory: 
We'll soon have funl 

SIEBEL {.itivki«j cartluitg. spOis lom* 0/ Ih, wim, ahici- (»nis (0 /am.). 

Help, bolpl fire, firel — Holl fire! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Down, friendly Element I — be still, I say — 
— This time 'twas but a drop of purgatory 1 

SIEBEL. 

What means the fellow? Damn him — he shall pay- 
Dearly for this: you^d think he did not know us. 

FROSCH (to MEPHISTOPHELES). 

Better take care no tricks like this to show us. 

ALTMAYER. 

The sooner we get rid of him the better — 
There^s nothing to be had from such a debtor. 

SIEBEL. 

You, sir, are guilty of strange impropriety; 
Playing your mountebank pranks in such society. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Silence, old wine-tub! 

SIEBEL. 

Broomstick! one would think 
He might rest satisfied with these feats of his, 
Without being impudent into the bargain. 

BRANDER. 

■ 

Be silent, and thankful that we do not flog you! 



ALTMAYSR (Jrwi ■ dsnHr Ml tf U> bU. ,- /■> jUn (wl). 

I'm bnnit — Fm bamiagt 

S1EB£I~ 

Kill him — kill the Bcoandrell 
He's a magician I — Kill him! he's fair game I 

\Tkty droTU thfir kiiivcuind attack MephiStophelks. 

(MEFHISTOPHELES H'U tolrmii iisturis). 

Wanderiag voices mock the car! 
Forma, that phantoms are, appear! 
Bg ye far away, and near! 

^Bo ye there! and he ya here! 
[TJiry stand gating on each other i. 
ALTMAYER. 

Where am I? — in what lovaly land? 

FROSCH. 

What a show of vinoyarda nearl 



Clttateriag grapes invite the hand. 



Bee them throngh the green leaves here — 
Ripe and heavy — look at them; — 
Oh! what grapes and such a stemi 

l/fe iraa SieBEL ly the nose. Thi others da the lanii 
em with the other, and art railing their ku»ict. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES {as from tAimi^ 

Cloads of Error pass away I 
See ye bow the Devil can play I 
Let each startled reveller 
See who plays the Devil here. 

[Vanishes with Faust. Tk^ fdlows start ^ck 
from one another. 



What's tills? 



SIEBEL. 
ALTMAYER. 

How's this? 

FROSCH. 

Is this your nose? 



BRANDER (to SIEBEL). 

And yours, on which my fingers close? 

ALTMAYER. 

I feel the shock through every limb; 

A chair I — I faint! — my eyes grow dim I 

FROSCH. 

What is the matter with you all? 

SIEBEL. 

Where is be? what's become of him? 
If I can eatcb iim, how I shall 
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ALTMAYER. 

Gatcli bim, indeed I 'tis easy trying 
To deal with such — I saw him flying 
Out of the cellar on a cask — 
You may as well give up the task: 
Heavy as lead these feet of mine 

Are grown. — (Turning towards the table,) WeVe lost 

our well of wine. 

SIEBEL. 

All was deception — trick — design I 

FROSCH. 

Yet, what I drank, I thought was wine I 

BRANDER« 

The ripe grapes too — did they deceive? 
— Who after this can but believe? 
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WITCHES KITCHEN. 

On a low hearth a large caldron is on the fire — in the thick smoke 
are discovered several strange figures, A female Cat-ape (little 
long-tailed monkey) is sitting beside the caldron^ to skim it^ and 
take care it does not boil over. The male Cat- ape, with the 
young ones^ sits near^ warming himself; — fantastic articles of 
furniture^ suitable to the place ^ seen hanging from the walls^ &*c, 

Faust and Mephistopheles. 
FAUST. 

This senseless witchcraft sickens and disgusts me "r- 
And, sayest thou that I shall recruit lifers powers;^ 
Here, in this loathsome den of filthy madness? — 
Shall I petition an old hag for counsel? 
And can the nauseous puddle of that pot 
Make mo a younger man hy thirty winters? 
There's little hope if thou hast nothing better — 
My expectation is already gone! 
— Is there in Nature no restorative 
But this? Has Spirit never yet devised 
Means different to restore the spring of life? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now do I recognise my friend's good sense; — 
Yes I there are also natural means, by which 
Life's bloom and vigour may again be given; 



fm 



But in a different book this lesson lioa, 
And it forms an odd chapter. 



M EPHISTOPHEI.ES. 

Tliera is a means, and it rec[ulre3 not gold, 
Magic, or medicine; — away with you 
Into the fielda — begin to liew and delve — 
Confine yourself, and limit every wish 
Within a narrow circle — feed upon 
Meats, ainiple, undisguised — and live, in short, 
Beast-like, 'mong beasts — deem it no degradatloi 
Thyself to spread the dung upon the field. 
The growth of which Uiou art to reap — lliis is 
Indeed the beat way to repair life's powers, 
And wear at eighty a hale countenance. 



TAUST 

This cannot be — I am not l 
Nor can I learn to take up n( 



sed to it — 
w tlie spade - 
do for me. 



^H FAUST. 

H Why so? 

^S_ What's the particular use of an old hag 
In the matter? Can't you cook the drauglit ^wMs.^Vt.'i 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That were a pretty waste of time — why, man, 

A thousand bridges might be built, before 

'Tis done — ^ it asks not skill and science only. 

But patience most brood over it — the spirit 

In silence most remain for years fermenting; 

Time, and time only, clears and strengthens it, — 

All things belonging to it are mysterious — 

Its powers and its ingredients wonderful — 

True — 'twas the devil that first invented it. 

But yet the devil can't make it — look — look, 

yonder — 
What a handsome crew they are — both maid and 

man. — 
{To the Apes.) It seems the mis^xess is firom home. 

THE APES. 

Gone from home — to the rout, 

Through the chimney she went out; 

Gone to carouse 

On the chimney stone on the top of the house! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Will she stay 
Long away? 

APES. 

^Twizt the time she comes and goes, 
We can scarcely warm oiir toes. 



MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Wliat think ytm of these dear yonng creatures? 

FAUST. 

All makes me sick — voice, form, and featuresl 



Well, I must own, I greatly reliah 
The graces wLich their style embellish. 

Tell me, esecrable baby, 
What the mess you mingle may be — 
And the lumps, my pretty Jewell 
That are floating in the gruel. 



A beggar's dish — we boil and stev it 



And I 



M EP HISTOPHELES. 

t men, without knowing, chew it 



OLD AP 

Throw the dice 

I am poor, Eo Ii 

Me to win, and yon to loae. 

Is the way that I would choose ■ 

Money's all in all; — the witch 

Is made honest, if made rich. 

Give me gold, and by that rule, 

Who will say I am a fool? 



aUHbis opm MEPHISTOPHELES). 

begin , begin — 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As the Ape talks of gold, see bis lips growing wateiy, 
I wish we could get him a share in the Lottery. 

THE OLD APE (while the yottng CAT-APES are playing and rolling romd 

a large bout). 

Such is the world! 
So is it twirled, 
Now rolling onward, 
Now rolling downward. 
Ceaselessly, restlessly, 

Still does it spin; 
Like glass it is brittle. 
And broken by little, 
GHmmering, shimmering, 

Hollow within — 

Living am I — • 

Stop, my dear son. 
Thy sporting have done. 

Think thou must die I 
All is clay. 
And must crumble away I 

' MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What's the purpose of the sieve? 

APE. 

If a man comes here to thieve. 

With this eye-glass thus we view him; 

Saise it thus, and thus look through him. 

[/^uns to the Female, and makes her look through it at 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 



wjjjsr. J< 

ThroTigli tie deve loot there — look Btmt — 
Bead his features — read his fate. 
Answer, if then art not deaf — 
Doat thou know him — the old thief? 
DoGt thoa diead, from fear or shame, 
To name him hy his proper name? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And what's the meaning of the potP 



I 



Hov silly a sot, 
To ask what's what; 
The fool knows not 
The uso of the pot — 
The use of the kettle - 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Unmannerly wittol, 
Be quiet a little. 



Be brisk — take the whiak, ■ 
settle. 

FAUST (via luu l«n oil IMi limilufiiria sJaiM, »du approocfU'R; , oihIiim 
atandiiin offfrotn it). 

What is this that I see — how heavenly fair 
The form that shines in this enchanted glassi 
Oil! lend me, Love, thy swift and silent wings, 
That I may fly away to vhen s^Q u\ 
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Netir me she Beems, yet hopelessly removed, 

And living in another atmoEpberel 
Alas! if &om this spot I do hat stir. 
If I bat venture to approach more near, 
There seems a dusky cloud to gather o'er her; — 
Imago of woman, beyond woman ftur, 
Oh! beautiftil traaacendently — has Earth 
CharmB such as this — in that reclining form. 
Say raf.her that all charms of many heavens 
United are, — Can this indeed be woman? 
Can this, indeed, be a created being? 

MEPHJSTOPHELES. 

Fine cause of wonderment! — after seven daja 

Of work, if he who made this pretty world, 

And who admired his workmanship, made something, 

"Worth looking at! Ay, gaze on her in rapture — 

This, by the way, is one of these same treasures 

That I am pretty safe in promising: 

Blessed the man who brings the fair bride home! 

[Faust continuei looking into ihe glass — Mei'hisToPHELES, 
lolling on the stilli, and with the whist in his hand, con- 
tinues speaking. 
Here on my kingly tlirone I sit me down, ^ 

"With sceptre too — I only want a crown. J 



Monarch proud — 
With sweat and blood 
Smear it — wear it — 



^^m TADST. 

^^H t-^^^ hoHdlt the Cretan aakwardly, and brtah it in hao ftK. 
^^B ■wUk Vihich they go dancing aiaut. 

^^B 'Tis done — ^tvraa to bo; 

^^B We speak and va see — 

^^^L We hearken — we listen — 

ip^^ Wg rhyme and we reason. 

FAUST (shll Aa/sra »( glaa). 

Alas! I feel my senBea leaving- me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And stranger still, even my bead's growing giddy! 
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We hare words, and we can link 
Syllables tbat chime and chiok; 

Sense nnsought — thns is caught; — 
Every jingle is a thought — 
Every word witli meaning fraught — 
Language, glib and random, thus 
Does the work of thought for us; 
Let but your own fancy mingle 
With the jargon and the jingle, 

Aa you listen to the lays; 
Bring the meaning you are gleaning, 

Give the poet all the praise. 

FAUST (as b,/m). 

My heart's on fire — let us depart. 
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MEPHISTOPHRLES. 

Thifl IB the hue poetic art — 

And I have never met with prettier poets, 

Conld thej hnt keep the secrets of their trade. 

[754/ caldron^ which theftmaU Cat-ape has forgotten to attend 
to, begins to Ml over — a great blaze arises, and streams up 
the chimney, — The Witch comes down through the flame 
with horrid screams, 

THE WITCH. 

On! Oul Onl Onl 

Damned beast! cursed sow! — 

The pot has boiled over — the broth's overtomed, 

The liquor is lost, and the Mistress is burned I 

Damned beast — 

And what b this? 

[Seeing Faust and Mbphistopheles. 

And who are je? 

What brings ye here? 

Who sent ye here? 

May fiery pain 

Bum bone and brain! 

[Dips the skimming ladle in the caldron, and sprinkles the 
flames at Faust, Mephistopheles» and the Cat-apes — 
the Apes whine, 

MEPHISTOPHELES {fiomithu (h$fm, cmd hreoMspoU undgUum). 

Broken, broken! 

Hell-broth splashing. 

Glasses crashing, 

Pajrment for the words you've spoken! 




1 in spoit, my boney I 
Nothing bat a frolic funny I 
Keeping time, old caniou odiauB, 
Fitly with thy voice melodional 

[TAe Witch sie^i back vi'ith rage and astonishment, 
KnowCEt thon no more than that o'me, 
Thou raw-honed old Anatomy! 
SkeletonI the devil blast her! 

— Know you not your Lord and Master? 
Shall I dash the old deceiver's 

Bonea into a thousand shivers? 

Smash her, and cats, and crocks together? 

— Know ye not my vest's red leather? 
Know ye not the cock-tail fcatLer? 
What mask is there upon my features, 
To hide me thus from my own creatures? 
And am I called upon to mention 

My name, my rank, and my pretension? 

THE WITCH. 

Pardon, my Lord, this rough salute: 

I do not see the cloven foot, — 

And where are your two ravens? — Where ■ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Enough, old fool, — for once I spare; — 
Tis long since we have met, and strange 
Has been, in such a time, the change — 
The world's grown wise — in every movement 
Is seen the Spirit of Improvement; 



Befbrm to every thing extended — 

Among tlie rest the devil is mended; 

For court Las left bis wilderneBses, 

Thrown aS his ancient savage dresaea; 

The cnrling tail and taloua horrid, 

And horns to guard the wrinkled forehead. 

All gone — the northern phantom's vanished 

Bj modem edncation banished! 

— As to the foot — against my will, 

I bear that witneas with mo atill; 

"Pwonld injure me in the good graces 

Of some who figure in high places; 

So, what I can, I do to hide it, 

And for the purpose, am provided 

With padded calves — and thus am able 

To limp no more than'a fashionable — 

Many young men, that I might mention, 

Avail themselves of the invention. 

THE WITCH. 

Satan again — my own old boy, 

Once more with mel — I'll die with joy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Woman, that name — I beg to be excused — 
Call me not so again. 

THE WITCH. 

And why? and wherefore? what the mischief ails 
I 3^0 ffood old name? 



1 



M EPH ISTOPH ELES. 

It has been too much used , 
And BanaiU like sometliing; in tbe fairy ta!es ; 
la BO familiar, that men deem it fable; 
Men believe nothing now above the level 
Of every-day experience — they are able 
To diBptove aU thingB; — don't believe a letter 
Tliat speaka of me, — are they for this the better? 
— Devils that they are, they don't believe a devill 
Call me Lord Baron — no one can object 
To that, or some such title of Tespect. 
I am a cavalier, as good 
Aa any — am of ancient blood j 
Look at my scutcheon, all who doubt it — 
See here — I never go without it. 

[SlnUs alioul vjitk pompous gishtra 

THE WITCH (}avgh.<t\g Imiiiodaaiilg). 

Ha! hal — this is so like you — ia so clever — 
You're, after all, the same gay rascal ever! 

MEPHISTOPHELES (to FAUST). 

This, every day'a experience teaches, 
Jfl the true way to deal with witches. 

THE WITCH. 

What, gentlemen, would you desire 



^ 
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MEPHISTOPHSLES. 

I thank you — we require 
A bumper — one will be enough — 
Of — you know well the right old stuff. 
Give us the oldest you have here. 

(To FAUST). 

Its strength is doubled every year I 

THE WITCH. 

Most willingly — you need not ask 
A second time — here is a flask, 
I taste myself, now and again — 
You^ll not And any smell remain. 
Here — take a dram — but if I give it 
To him — you know he can't outlive it 
An hour, unless some charm protect 
His life from the assured effect 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He is a friend, 'twill do him good — r 

Thrives like yourself on witches' food — 

There's nothing you can give that is 

Too strong for such a stomach as his. 

Gome — chalk your circle — chant your charm — 

Fill high the cup, ^twill do no harm. 

[Tl/ie Witch, toif^ extraordinary gestures^ describes a circle^ 
and places strange things within it. Meantime the glasses 
begin to chime and ring; the caldron to sound and make 
music. Lastly^ she brings a great book^ places the Cat- 



r 



Afbs -aiithin Ihc eirtte; one is madt to serve her for a 
reading-desk, Blhert hold U^rehts. She ligtu to Fahst U 
approach. 

• FAUST (So MEPHISTOPHELES). 

No, nol I'm eick of the whole scenel 
"What good ia it? what can it mean? 
Those raving geEturefi? and this rapid 
Torrent of uonsease? filthy — vapid 
And loathsomo cheat — I've seen euch stuff 
Before; and hated it enough! 

M EPHiSTOP HELES. 

'Tis pure professional farco — mere fiidge — 

TBu should not be bo hard a jndgel 

She ia but acting the physician; 

Thia hoena-pocus exhibition 

Assists the cure — makes the draught operate 

With good effect, and at the proper rate. 

\Ske maies Fauet enter the drele. 

I THE WITCH (viit\ati«MSiitifii'ait,iisival<ididaimfviimauhiiBk). 

Understand mo let all men! 

Of One make Tea, 

Let Two go then: 

Bid Three 

Now be 

The square of Three : 

Thus the Witch 

Makes you rich; 
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Drop Four 

From your score: 

From Five and Six 

You shonld fix 

To take Seven and Eight away. 

Then all is clear as day. 

And Nine is One, 

And Ten is None, 

*This is the Witch's One-times-one* 

FAUST. 

She seems in earnest, old deceiver! 
— How like the ravings of a fever I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There is an endless volume of this stuff — 
I ought to know it — I've lost time enough 
Puzzling it out — for downright contradiction 
Is, to the wise and fools, an equal mystery. 
My Mend, in the old almanack of history. 
You'll find such jumbles made of fact and fiction; 
And by the help of this, or some such juggle. 
Errors spread wide; — truth suffers in the struggle. 
Doctrines are lisped by infants; taught in schools, 
And are believed: for who contends with fools? 
To customary words men still will link 
Their faith — poor dolts — imagining they think! 



witch: 

The Iieiglit, the nught, 

Of irisdoin's light, 
The knowledge &om the wide world hidden , 

Cheers hnmblest minds: 

Who seeka not finds: 
The welcome guest ia ths unbidden. 



Thia nonsense, bo liko meaning, splits 
My sknll, I soon would lose my wits: 
Uethinks, a million fools in choir 
Are raving and will never tire. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Euoughl enough! incomparable sibyl! 
Hand ub the drink — fill the cup to tlie hrim - 
No thimblefulU for na — no niggard dribble — 
Fear not — such draught will never injure him, 
He is one of as, and of the higheet grade: 
Has drunk deep before now — be not afraid! 

[T'^if Witch, 'wM many artmonies, pours the drink into a 
iup: as FaUST raiits il to his tiunilA, a light Jiamt rises. 

Off with it fast — why shonid you fear it? 

— Once down, 'tmll warm your heart and cheer it. 

How's this? my friend, and much the same 

Aa one of ns — afr^d of fiameP 

\Tki WncH diaohis th^ cirdc. Faust stffs out. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (fo FAUST). 

Nowl out at once! you mnst not restl 



rU9 



WITCH (lo FAUST). 



Much good may it do! [Ande.) I hope llie 



r 

^H MEPHISTOPHBXES (to U> WITCH}. 

^^1 If I can serve you, sare you migbt 
^^1 Command mc, oa Waljiurgis oight 



le best! ^^M 



THE WITCH. 



Here ia a song — a pretty glee. 
Horn it a few times, — you will see 
Some merit ia it, and effect v 

More than you would at first cspSet 

MEPHISTOPHELES (ta FAUST). 

Come, quictl be for the present guided! 
This draught will do you good, provided 
It gets fair play; but it requires 
Brisk motion till the frame perepiroB, 
And il£ fall force ia felt to dart 
At once through each and. every part. 
And then, not sooner, will I teach 
What joyB the lazy hand ■can reach, 
Of indolent voluptuousness . 
The pleasures that our nobles bless; — 
in thy cheery heart, I trow, 
ipid rock liim to and fro. 
■ the young urchin lurks 
, and in the spirit works. 
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Once more! — one other look into the glass! — 
Fair form — too fair more than a form to be! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gomel cornel no form the beauties can sm'pass, 
That soon in living woman thou shalt seel 

(Aside.) With this draught in him he will meet 
A Helena in every street! 



}">*» 
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^^m TAUST (te MARGARET pora-ig «•)■ 

^^V Fair Udy, TO&y I offer yon my arm; 

^^H And will yoa sufier me to see y oa home? 



THE STREET. 



I am no lady — and I am not fair 

I irant no gnide to eliow me the way home. 

[Diimga^ kerstlf, andtxU, 



By Heaven, she is a lovely child; 

A fairer never met my eye, 
Kodcst she seems, and good and mild, 

Though something pert was her reply — 
The red lips bright — the cheek's soft light — 
My youth hath not departed quite! 
She passed, her timid eyes declining, 
Deep ill my heart they still are Bhining — 
And her light spirits' lively play 
Huh stolen me from mys€lf awayl 




here, sir, get me the girl; and fast. 



J 




What — ehe? she was but now at church 
At her confession — I was there. 
And, hid by the coofession chair, 
Waa listening; to her firom my lurch. 
Poo r thinp; — she jp °11 inn"'"inf — 
Had nottii np ; in f.hfl wnrl)] to tall l 
With Buoh to meddle is not well. 
Her purity is a defence, 
That leaves the tempter no pretence. 
Upon this child I have no power. 



She'e past fonrteen, if she's an hourl 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Could Liederlich be worse than this? 

The profligate, whose folly is, 

To think each flower of beauty his. 

Calls it a purchasable trifle. 

And every charm he fiees would rifle; 

Thinks truth and honour hut a naine - 

My friend, give up this hopeless game. 




Sonnd doctrine this, most revorenil, ^^H 

I hope yoiiT sermon's at an end: ^^^H 

Now, once for all, conceited fellow, ^^^| 

I am determiaed oa't, and tell 70Q, ^^^H 

^^M She mnet, this very night, be mine: \ 

^^B Yon and I part, if yon decline. J 



I 
I 



M EP H ISTOPHELES. 



Compose yonreelf — be reoaonable - 
If in a fortnight I be able 
To make out opportnnitieii! 



A fortnight! give me but seven honrsl 
I want no devil to help me then, 
And ask no aid from any powers 
But those belonging to all men. 
To fool a child like this with ease, 
And make her any thing I please. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

How like a Frenchman! I regret 

To see you discontented; yet 

"Why thus impatient? the delight 

la, after all, less exquisite, 

Than when with some delay and doubt, 

And difficulty fenced about, 

yba win the treasure guarded long; 




Play with the pretty tliiDg awhile, 

And toy and trifle and beguile , 

And to yonr will the soft wax mould, — 

Aa witness many a. Etory told, 

Of true love in Italian song. 



But, fortunately, I require 
No Bucli incentives to desire. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now, not to take or give offence, 

Believe me, here all violence 

1b nselesa — in a little while 

The damsel may be won by guile; — 

A Etraiagem, perhaps, may gat] 

The fortress — atorming it were vainl 



Give me, meanwhile, some little thing 
Of hers — a garter or a ring — 
A kerchief from her snowy breast — 
Show me the chamber of her restl 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



To prove how sensibly I feel 

Tonr pangs, and, if I conld, to heal; 

I gratify, without delay, 

Yonr wish, and take you there to-day. 



FAUST. 

And ahall I aee Iier? have ber? 



Bha to a oeighboDr's has to go, 
And when I find that she is gone, 
You may indulge yonrself alone; 
Breathe in the very room where she 
Hath slept, and dream of joys to be. 



80 early. 



M EP HISTOP HELES. 

It scarce weire pleasant 



Make me oat some present 



I 



M EP H ISTOP H ELES. 

FresentH bo bo on I this promises 

Speedy snccesa — they all love dresal 

Oh, I know many a place of pleasure, 

"Where such things are, and many a treasure 

Buried of old, and sooa will find 

Some lure to win the young thing's mind. 



EVENING. 

A MAT LITTLK KOOH. 
MARGARET. 

I iponld give Bomethmg now to know 
The gentleman who met me, though; 
lie had a proud and princely air, 

Is one of the nobility; 
Look on bia brow, you read it there, 
And if he were not, he would etare 

With somewhat more civility, 

Mephistopheles and Faust. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come in — tread softly — hat come in. 

FAUST Ifljterajiam). 

Leave me, now leave me, I entreat 

MEPHISTOPHELES {prT/ing aiml). 

The place is tidy and qnttc clean; 
— Not every damsel's Is so neat 
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FAUST (lookiitff round). 

How calm I how happy dwells the tender light 

In this still sanctuary reposing here, 

And the sweet spirit of peace pervading all, 

And hlessing all. — Spirit of peace and love, 

I give myself to thee I Oh, love, whose hreath 

Is fed on the delicious dew of hope. 

Be thou henceforth my life! 

How round us hreathe 
In every thing the same prevailing quiet 
And neatness, and the feeling of contentment I 
— In low estate what more than riches are, 
And this poor cell how very, very happy I 

[Hie throws himself on the leathern arm-chair beside the bed. 

Receive me, thou who hast with open arm. 

Tear after year, the generations gone 

Welcomed in joy and grief: how many a swarm 

Of children round this patriarchal throne 

Gathering have clung — perhaps beside this seat 

A happy child — I well can fancy it — 

Even now she scarce is more — on Christmas eve 

My love has bent her at her grandsire^s feet; 

'Mong the good children each year to receive 

The gifts that heaven^s dear child comes down to give. 

Kissing the good old man I see her stand. 

Her young round cheeks pressed on his withered hand. 

The spirit of contentment, maiden dear, 
Is breathing in thy very atmosphere; 
J feel h Bwaj me while I linger here. 



/The sense of neatuesB, felt ia every tlusg, 

j Speaks with a mother's voice, and bids thee spread 

I The little table with its covering, 

I The floor with crisp sand crackling to the tread. 

I Every where round the hand beloved I trace, 

, That makes a paradise of any place. 

Here cuuld I linger hours on hours, 

Where dreams aod meditative thought, 
And, nature, thy benignant powers 

"Within her virgin hosom wrought, 
Aa day by day each influence pure, 
Of heaven and earth her heart mature, 
And fain would welcome forth, and win 
To light, the angel from within. 

; Here lay the slumbering child, her tender breast 

j Filled with the warmth of happy life; and hero 

[ The heavenly image, on the soul imprest, 

' Came out, as clouds past off, divinely clear. 

And thon? what brings thee hither now? 
In this aiBii moment what art thou? 
These softenings of the heart! and then 
This rage of wild desire again 1 
Poor Faust! has some magic cloud 
Befooled thine eyes? tby reason bowed? 
Else why this burning passion strange? 
And why to love this sudden change? 



i. 



Are WB the sport of «Tery bre&tli of air? 

And, ebonld elte now retnm &nd meet 
Thee here, how would Lhe boaeter shrink 
Into the covardi at her feet 

In what eonfiision siakl 

MEPHISTOPHELES {nlirins). 

AwAj — I see her at the door. 



I go, and I return no more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This casket, with its jeirels rare, 

I got it — but no matter where — 

Or — what was to be given instead, — 

Some things are better left unsaid; — 

Quick — put it in the press — 'twill seize o 

Her fancy — lull asleep her reason; 

Then, guesB yon, how the dream will end. 

I got them for another friend: 

The casket and the triflee in it 

He thought might buy a happy minute; 

And he was one who kn«w the fashion 

In which tu woo, and woman's passion; 

But child is child, and maid and lover 

^lay the same game the wide world over. 



I know not; ought I? 

M EP mSTOPHELES. 

Can you ast it? 
Perliapa yon wish to keep the casket; 
K BO — and that 'tis avarice — 
I wish you joy of tiiia cheap vice; 
I'm glad the momeataiy hubble 
Of love has burst — it saves me tronble; 
And easier pastimes you may find 
Than practising upon her mind. 
My poor brain scarcely understands 
What you are at — I mb my hands 
And scratch my head. 

[Places Ihc (mitt in the press, and ihses Ihc lock. 

Come — come — what do you mean? the object is 
To wind this sweet young child to your wish and will. 
And now — as I live — you're looking starched and 

chiU, 
As if you were going up to your lecture-chair 
With Physics in the body standing there, 
And Mbtapbtsiga in her grey hair. 
Cornel cornel [Exeunt. 

Enter MakcAret [luUk a lamf). 

MARGARET 

It feols SO close, so sultry here, 
Yet out of doors I thought it chill. 
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— When will mj mother come? A thrill 
Buns through mj frame — I am, I fear, 
A foolish, foolish woman. 

[SA^ begins to sing as she undresses kersdf. 

There was a king in Thnlj, 
And he loved an hnmble maid; 
And she who loved him tmlj, 
When she came to her death-bed, 

A golden cup she gave him, 
Which none could better prize; 
And ever, as he drank of it. 
Tears dimmed his flowing ejes. 

And when he came to die, 
To his heirs his wealth he told; 
Left all without a sigh 
But his mistress' cup of gold. 

As at the rojal banquet 
Among his knights sate he. 
In the high hall of his fathers. 
In their fortress o^er the sea. 

Up stood the gay old monarch; 

For the last time up he stood; 

For the last time drained the blessed cup. 

And threw it in the flood. 



m 

^H He as 

■^ And I 

^P His e; 



Be aaw it falling , fiUiD^, 

And sinking in tlie sea; 

His eyes lost siglit of it, and eanis, 

And nevei more drank he. 

ISie Optus Ihe /raj la fat in her clolha, and per- 
cmia Ihi easkeU 

Uow came this brilliant casket here? 

I locked the presa, I'd almost swear. 

The cover'a beaalifiil — I wonder 

What it may he that lies under? 

Some pledge for money by my mother 

Lent to somebody or other. 

I think I'll open it — and, see, 

Attached to it, and tempting me, 

A riband with a little key. 

How very beautiful it iai 

I've never aeen the like of this! 

Jewela and pearls! — At mask or ball 

'Twould grace the proudest dame of all 

"Who glitter at high festival. 

I wonder how 'twould look oa me? 

Whose can the glorious splendour be? 

\Skeputilhcm on, and stands if/me iAi glass 
Oh, if I had these ear-rings oulyl 
Drest thus, I seem a difleient crcaturel 
What good are charms of form and feature 

Though poor maids are 

Both mild and fair, 
The world for ever leaves them lonely — 
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Man may praise, 

Yet half he says 
Seems less like kindness than compassion 

For gold he strives, 

For gold he wives — 
Alas I the poor are not in fashion I 



w 



PROMENADE. 
Faust tvalliingup and dim^i in thought — to 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

By Love, whicL I contemn, and Hell's \ 
Essence of fire — things can't be worae;^ 
Oh, that I conld be Bomething else 
Than vhat I am, that I miglit cursel 

FAUST. 

What ails thee now? What pinchea thee so sore? 

A face like that I never saw before. 



I'd damn myself to everlasting evil, 
But that I am myself the devil. 





FAUST. 


This frantic ; 


scene — what can it mean? 




MEPHISTOPHELES. \ 


Think, only 


lliink, that splendid set \ 


Of pearls, I got for Margaret, ( 


A priest has made his own of them. / 


Her mother, 


soon as aiie detected 


The treasure 


, something wrong suspected. 



r 
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The old hag o'er lier book of prayer 
Sita moping, mumbling, gmmbling tbere, 

Or, for ehe bas a. fine sbarp nose, 
Tbiongh tbe bouse prowling, prying goes, 
Ou tbe Bcent to ascertain, 
For tbe smell decides right well 
What is holy, what profiine, 
She SDuiSed at tbe chain asd gem, 
Found not tbe smell she likes in tbem. 
"My child," sbe said, "things thns unholy, 
Of suited not for one bo lowly, 
Will seize and fasten on the heart, 
And hold it till health, peace, depart 
To the Virgin Mary bring 
These in bumble offering; — 
Sinful things of earth wc give. 

And receive from Heaven, instead, 
Heaven's oi\ti food restorative. 
That our precious souls may live 

Fed on manna — angels' bread!" 
At this poor ]^Iadgo looked far firom pleasant, 
Provoked at having lost tbe present: 
"Why, thought she, is tbe gift rejected? 
Or he, who gave it me, snspected? 
The giver is a rich man — must 
Be generous — and therefore jost 
And good — and why should we distrust? 
The mother strait sends for the priest; 
mes, and he enjoys tbe jest 
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HiB features brighten up witli rapture, 

And tlias he preaches o'er hiB capture: — 

"You feel the matter right, dear madam; 

These pearls — 'twere wrong the poor child had 'em: 

To them who strive is grace accorded, 

And lio who conquers is reworded. 

The Church will feel (we cannot ijuestion) 

No difficulty of digestion; 

Will swallow without fear of snrfeit 

The ill-got goods that sin makes forfeit; 

Whole realms, their produce R.nd their profit. 

She eats up, and thinks nothing of il; 

The Church alone, with conscience quiet. 

Can thrive upon this doubtful diet." 

FAUST. 

That this is false each day evinces, 
Or true as veil of Jews and piinces. 

MEPHISTOPKELES. 

On this, be swept into his pockot 

Ear-rings and bracelet, chain and locket, 

And made no more of pearls and casket, 

Than if he pocketed a basket 

Of nuts, — then treats them with a lecture 

On vanity, — states his conjecture 

Upon the MSB of affliction, 

And leaves them with his benediction. 

FAUST. 

And Margaret 



p 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

SitB in restlesH mood — 
Does nothing — knoira not what she should - 
^HuukB night and day on what she lost, 
But dwells on liim who gave them most 



Poor thingl her grief goes to my heart! 

Bring more gema — come — come — no delay - 

The first, coarse common tilings were they. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {in qficlid texalion). 

Merc trinkets flang in sport awayt 
■ — My toil is nothing, nor the value 
Of what I give! 

FAUST. 

Be silent — shall yon 
Thus mock at me and my affection? 
Act for my ends, hy my direction. 
Court thou the widow — tax invention 
For sweet things — draw off her attention - 
Come — come — you're dnll as water-gniol, 
Up — up — away for chain and Jewell 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My lord, I cheerfiiUy obey. [Faust ^^ 

How a man fooled with love will fling away 
8nii, stars, earth, heaven, npon the chosen lady — 
.AS cheap as jiresents to a child on May-dayl [ex^ 
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THE NEIGHBOUR'S HOUSE. 

MARTHA (akmy 

God help and pity me, and pardon 

My poor old manl he treats me badly; — 

Thus to go off — 'tis very hard on 

A wedded wife, — here pining sadly 

Am I upon my lonely straw. 

I loved and doted on him so. 

His very will to me was law; 

And for no reason thus to go 

And die abroad (weeping) — he must have died 

Yet tVould be satisfactory 

If I could have it certified. 

Enter Margaret. 

MARGARET. 



Martha. 



MARTHA. 



My little Margery I 
Sweet child, what can the matter be? 



MARGARET. 



My knees are sinking under me. 
IVe found another casket, one 



176 FAUST. 

Like that so lately Lad and gone, 
Laid in my press — of ebony — 
The rings and jewels in it are 
More brilliant than the former far. 

MARTHA. 

Yonr mother must not hear it, though , 
Or straitway to the priest they go. 

MARGARET. 

Look at them, only look at them. 

MARTHA. 



Fortunate girl. 



MARGARET. 



Alas, one gem 
I cannot — can I? — ever dare 
Pat on in church or any where. 

MARTHA. 

Come here as often as you please, 
And tiy them on where no one sees: 
Before the glass be whole hours spent 
Adjusting every ornament 
We will enjoy their full effect, 
With none your secret to suspect; 
Then as occasions come, a ball, 
A daDce, a day of festival , 
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We let ihem one by one appear — 
A chain, a pearl-drop in the ear — 
And coin some stoiy or another 
To keep the matter from yonr mother. 

MARGARET. 

Twice to have had such caskets brought, 
There's something in it more than ought! 

[A knock. 

Good God! my mother! TU be seen. 

MARTHA. 

*Tis a strange gentleman. — Gome in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES {mtirs). 

IVe come unceremoniously; 
But, ladies, you will pardon me. 

[Retreats respectfully before Margaret. 
To M artha Schwerdtlein was my visit: 
I'm told this is her lodging. Is it? 

MARTHA. 

Sir, I'm the person. What's your pleasure? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I'll call when you are more at leisure: 
You have a guest of consequence ; 
I'll call again in three hours hence. 




MARTHA (tD MARCAKETJ. 

The fbDoiest thing I ever knew — 
The gentleman imaginad yon 
To be Bome lady of high rank. 
I can't but laugh. 

MARGARET. 

I have to t bajA 
The gentleni au's extreme good^ nature. 
T am a poor young humble creatu rs: 
Theae oHiaMBfata are not my ow n^_^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ^ 

I did not judge by them alone; \ 

'TiH something in your mien and glance. ] 
My viflit was a lucky clianee, / 

MARTHA (oiUa). 

To know what brings him, I am dying, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. V 

I wiflb I had newa more gratifying; \ 

But blame me not, though sad it prove. \ 
Your husband's dead, ajid sends bia love. 1 



Is dead! the faithful creature dead! 
My husband — would 'twere I instead. 



3 
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MARGARFT. 

Friena, let thy strong good sense preyail 
O'er grief — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And bear the sad detaiL 

MARGARET. 

I fear at all to think of love, 

Snch loss mj certain death would prove. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grief waits on joy — joy follows grief. 

MARTHA. 

Tell on; it will be some relie£ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In Padua, at St. Anthony's, 
In consecrated earth he lies! 
A cool bed under the church floor. 
Where he sleeps soundly. 

MARTHA. 

Nothing more? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, yes! a death-bed legacy: 
His last commission was to thee, 
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To have tliree hundred masses said, 
With reqniem service for the dead. 
His last was a religions thought: 
This is the whole of what I brought 

MARTHA. 

What, not a coin, no trinket token, 
Nothing to soothe his poor heart-broken? 
Why, the most paltry artisan. 
The veriest wretch in form of man. 
Some small memorial still will hoard, 
Some little pledge in secret stored, 
To show his love is not forgot — 
Will starve — will beg — but parts it not I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Madam, I'm sorry for his blindness 
To the true value of your kindness: 
'Tis your mistake, to think he squandered 
His money — as he died, he pondered 
The past — and, as his heart relented, 
His sins and his bad luck repented. 

MARGARET. 

Unhappy meni I weep for themi 
He shall not want my requiem! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The sweet child! what a tender touch of 
Tme feeling! that's the ^1 for me — 
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I take it yon deserve to be 

Out of hand married, and made mncH of. 

MARGARET. 

Time long enough 'twill be till then. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You'll find admirers 'mong the men:\ 
A husband in due course, no doubt, \ 
1^11 see to bring it soon about, I 

And if not married out and out, j 

With a gallant we can mayhap / 

Fill up as pleasantly the gap. 

MARGARET. 

'Tis not the custom of the place. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom or not, it is the case. 

MARTHA. 

Tell on. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I stood at his bedside; 
The rotting straw on which he died, 
— Something less foul than dung, not much, 
Infectious to the smell and touch. — 
He died a Christian, and in debt, 
Settled his scores with Heaven; — the trifle 



Doe at the wine-shop, ie due jet 
"Alas," aaid be, "I used my wife ilt — 
"Would die at peace, did ehe forgive." 



Poor manl I long ago forgave. 
"But 'twas her folly, aa I livel" 

MARTHA. 

Whatl standing on the very grave 
Did he say this? assert tbis lie? 
And did be tell you it was I, 
I who was wrong? — 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

He did: but out 
The truth has come, and leaves no doubt. 
He lied: your very countenance 
Qecidea the matter at a glance! — 
"Mine was hard work, you may conjecture, 
(ThuB ran his peevish deatii-bod lecture,) 
"First, all her children to bo fed; 
"And while I toiled to make them bread, 
''Not let to eat my crust in peace." 



"What, will his slanders never ceaee? 
jove, Honour, Truth, forgotten quite; 
iar teniameBBBR day and night 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

ISot bo: he thought of yoa with great affection. 
"As I," said he, "was late from Malta Baling, 
"I found myself in prayer; a fiudden rapture, 
"Following a burst of tender recollection 
"Of wife and children, and the prayer prevailing 
"Was heard on high. That day we made a capture; 
"A Turkish vesael laden with rich treasure 
"For the great sultan: 'twas a gallant fight, 
"And valour triumphed, and waa well rewarded: 
"And when they came the ehaj^s of each to measure, 
"I got, to Bay the least of it, my right," 

MARTHA. 

What? how? a prize? think you, ho buried it? 

M EP H 15TOP HELES. 

Who knows where heaven'B four winds have scat- 
tered it? 
Bury it? — no, his heart was far from sordid: 
That his death proves, his generous nature hurried it. 
A lady, one of your nice Neapolitans, 
As ho was loitering in their pleasant city, 
Looked on his loneliness, kind soul, with pity, 
And saw his vanity — and soothed and flattered it — 
Fastened upon him, led him such a jolly dance, 
That with his cash, and him, all was ijoon over. 
Marks of affection, too, she gave her lover, 
Of such a kbd, that to the blessed honr 
la which your poor saint died, he felt their power. 




Sconndrel, to tue bis wife and children sol 

Onght not the poverty, which his neglect 

Had heaped on as , his shameless course have checkedl^ 



It ODght; and ha is paniahed for it now: 

Bat M this will not mend the case, 

I would, if I were in youi place, 

Put on my mourning, keep a good eye ont, 

And wed again, when the year came ahont. 



I 

i 



Whoro could I find, in this wide world of men, 
Any filing like my own poor man again? 
There could not be a creature kinder, fonder; 
Ilis only fault waa, he from homo would wander; 
And when I think of him, my eyes are Bwimm{ng|| 
He was so good, without a single vice, 
Except his taste for foreign wines and wo 
And the society they hnng — and dice. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well! if on his side he had only made 
Allowances as just and generous, 
Your quarrels had been easily allayed. 
Why, I myself — if you indulge me thas — 
With such good sense — in a few little thin 
Am tempted to propose exchanging ringe. 
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MARTHA. 

Oh, Sir, you are a pleasant gentleman: — 
Sure jou were speaking but in jest. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (aaitU). 

Ti best be off: this vile old pest 

Has her brains turned already with the plan 

Of marrying me at once outright I 

My only safety is in flight 

Damn herl she^ll keep the devil to his word. 

[To Margaret. 
How goes it with your heart? 

MARGARET. 

What means my lord? 

MEPHISTOPHELES (as if to himse^. 

— The good sweet innocent child! 
(Aloud,) Ladies, farewell I 

MARGARET. 

Farewell I 

MARTHA. 

Sirl Sirl don't leave us till you tell 

One little matter more: I want a witness 

To prove his death and burial — how — when — 

where — 
Formally proved; and you will see the fitness 
Of having it on record — 'twould be pleasant 
To have it in the papers of the week. 



i 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

jit iAtf tamdTt of two witnesses th« matter 

Shalt h» ettahlished." — By good luck, at present 

There's one in town, wLo to the fiict can speak; 

A man of character and high condition: 

He'll make the necesaary depoaition — 

rU hring him in the evening. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And this yonng woman — shall we find her here? 
She will BO please him — nay, I do not flatter; — 
A fine young man — ha.a travelled far and near — 
Is so admired — and so admires the sex, 
And has so true a feeling; of deconun. 

MARGARET. 

I feel afraid — to meet liim would porplex 
And so confuse — I'd blush to death before him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Were he a king — should it be thusV 



The garden, then, behind my house — 

Wo shall expect both gentlemen 

This evening there — farewell till then. 



PAUST. 187 



THE STREET. 
Faust and Mephistophelbs. 

FAUST. 

How fare you? goes it swimmmgly on and swift? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hurrah! my friend — Tm glad to see your heart 

On fire — she shall be yours in less than no time: 

This evening, we all meet at Neighbour Martha^s. 

Of all the women that I ever saw 

She is the veriest gipsy — is the one 

To mould his Margaret to the doctor^s purpose. 

FAUST. 

All promises well so far. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But we are asked 
For something in return. 

FAUST. 

That's reasonable — 
As one good turn, they say, deserves another. 



MEP H 1 STOP HELES. 

We are only asked to make a deposition, 
In proper form, that her dead husband's bones 
Are lyings decently interred in Padna, 
Qnietly resting there in lioly ground. 



Mighty fine doings! what a pretty jaunt 
You hare contrived for ual 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sanota »impl%eita»! 
Wliy Bhonld we go? wa are asked bnt to make oath-^ 
This may be done without the toil of travel, 
Or tronble of any kind. 



Is this your plan? 
If you have nothing better to propose. 
The scheme ia at an end. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, holy manl 
la it there you are now? Doctor, ia thia your scmplBn 
Is this the first time in your life that you 
^'Have borne false witness? have you lectured on 
God — and the world — and all that moves therein — J 
On Man — and on "how thought originates," 
And that enigma, man's mysterious nature. 
The intellectnal and the mora! powers — 



Haye you not dealt ia formal definitions, 
With forehead unabashed, and heart undannted? 
Tet, if you did but own the truth, your conscience 
Must tell you — does it not? — you know no more 
Of all these matters than of Schwerdtlein's death. 



Thou art, and wert, and thou wilt ever be 
A liar and aopliibt 

M EPHISTOP MELES. 

Yes; if hj appearances 
Only you judge: you, a philoaopher, 
Should look a little deeper — you yourself. 
Ere two days pasa — will yon not? — all in honour. 
As yon would call it — fool this poor child's fancy, 
And swear, — your casuistry will then be silent — 
How from your soul you love her — love her ever. 



Yes, and such oath ia true — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

— As any other; — 
And then of everlasting faith and love 
Will be the talk, — of all-absorbing passion — 
Of the one feeling — felt bnt once — for one; 
Will this, too, be a language that the heart 
Can recognise aa true? 



r 



FAUST. 

Feftcc, fiend [ it will, 




If tbftt I feel , and if for the emotion - 

Tba frenzy call it, rather — I still seek 

A name and can find none — if through the world 

My fancy ranging Boeks analogies 

That arei and ever must remain, imperfect — 

If words that speak of time be insufficient 

Kvcn feebly to express this burning feeling, 

And that, thus forced, I call it endless — deathless — 

Eternal — yes, ecemal — say yon that 

Language like this is a Satanic lie? 



M EPH ISTOF HELES . 



3 right. 



FAUST. 

- take this with yoa - 



Unrk ye - 
I'll spare my lungs, and cease to argue further - 
13iit, OS I said, lake thia with you; — no matter 
What side a man adopts, or of what subject — 
If he has but a tongue, be'll not want reasons 
To prove him iu the right: as aov, for instance; - 



I'm tired of talk — you then s 



Tou must be, sure, I hnvo no help for it. 



a the right — 
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THE GARDEN, 

I FaDTT'B arm, UAltTHA Hl'li MSPRtSTOPHEUS. — 
iVaUitig leiieringly uf and dinrm. 



Yon do bnt play witli my simplicity, 

And pot me to the blofh. A traveller 

Leanu snch good nature — is so pleased with 

things 
And every body: — my poor talk, I know, 
Has no attraction, that could for a momeat 
Engage the attention of a man , who has 
Seen so much of the world 



One glance — one word 
One little word from thee, I value more 
Than all the wisdom of tb' world's wisest ones. 

MARGARET. 

How coald yon think of it? How could yon kiss it? 

It is so coarse — so hard — is epoiled with all work 

On eveiy day — how could it but be coarse? 

My mother's habits are too close — my tasks 

Are too severe. \_T7uy j<asi tn. 





MARTHA. 

And are you — are you always travelling tlius? 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



AlasI Ibat claims of bnsiaeBS and of duty 
Should force me to it We feel pangs at parting 
Prom many a spot where yet ivo may not loiter. 



In youth's wild days, it ««mnot but be pleasant 
This idle roaming round and round the world, 
With wildfire Bpirits, and heart disengaged: 
But Boon comes age and sorrow; and to drag, 
Through the last years of life, down to the grave 
A solitary creHture — like the wretch, 
Who moves from prison on to execution — 
This must be bad for body and for soul. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Toil make me shudder at the dreary prospect 



Be wise — secure yourself in time. 

■MARGARET. 

Yes! — out of sight, soon out of mind. 
I feel this courtesy is kind; — 
"Tiat you, who must have many a friend 
jghly informed, should condescend 
7 speak with one in my poor station. 
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Of such neglected edacadon, 

In every thing so uoimprored — ■ 



FAUST. 

Believe nte, dearest, best heloved 
Tliat, which the world calls iiifonnatioD. 
Is often bat the glitter chilling 
Of vanity and want of feeling. 

MARGARET. 



FAUST. 

Ahl that — singleness of heart, 
And absence of all ortihce, 
— Gifts, as they are, above all price, 
Heaven's holiest blessing — should be thus 
Of their own worth uaconsciousi 
That — meekness, gentleness, the treasure 
Which Nature, who doth adll import 
~~a all in love, and lavish measure. 
Gives to the child, whom she loves dearest, — y 
1 Should 

MARGARET. 

Think of ma when you are gone, 
|A moment now and then — of you 
I shall have time enough to tbink. 

FAUST, 

r time is passed, then, much alone? 



r 
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Why, yes; and then onr hotise afiaira, 

Poor thoagh they be, bring many careB. 

We have no servaat maid, and I 

Host cook, kuii, B6Vf, must wash and diy; 

!Run far and near — rise ere the light, 

And not He down till late at night. 

And then my mother's temper's snch, 

In every thing she asks ao mnch-, 

Of saving has eo strict a sense, 

And is so fear^l of expense; 

So anxions, so particnlar: 

— Not that onr circumstances are 

So limited, as not to give 

The means lake other folk to live. 

The property my father bad, 

And died possessed of, 'was not bad: 

A house, and garden here, that yields 

Something worth while, and some town fieic 

Jnst at the gates. AEy days, somehow, 

Are tolerably quiet now — 

My brother earns a soldier's bread 

Abroad; — my little sister's dead. 

Trouble enough I had with her, 

Yet cheerfully would I incur 

Ten times the toil — ao dear was she. 



A very angel, if like iheel 



MARCAEET. 

Even from its birth, the child I nurst — 

And so it loved me from the first. 

Born to distresB — its father torn 

Awaj by death, ere it was bora. 

My mother, worn out with disease — 

We long had given Ler up for gone — 

Recovering faintly by degrees, 

Came slowly, very slowly on. 

She had no strength — she could not think 

Of nursing it — and so, poor thing, 

I reared it; for its natural drink, 

"With milk and water tried to Iring 

The creature on — and thus my own 

It seemed to be, and mine alone — 

Lay on my arm, and on my bieast 

Would play and nestle, and was blest 



This must have been the purest joy. 

MARGARET. 

Yet were there hours of great annoy — 

Its cradle was by my bedside: 

It kept me half the night awake, 

To make it quiet when I tried. — 

At times must I get up, to take 

The little nrcbin into bed; 

This would not do — then mast I rise, 



0C FAUST. 

Wftlk np and down with meaBorad ttead, 

And seek with eooga to biub it< cries. 

Tlien iuyUght broogtit its Ueka to me: 

Ere dawn must I at washing be — 

Trudge to He market — light the fire; 

And if I felt the trouble tjte 

On one day, 'twas the same the nest 

I felt dispirited, and vext 

At times; but I was wrong in this; 

For, afler all, bis labour ia 

What gives a. poor man's food its zest, 

And makes bis bed a bed of rest 

\TAeyJiats en. 



"We women are the Hufferera: who can make 
Any thing of a dissolute old rake? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tet have I perfect faith in woman's skill; 
You may, for instance, make me wbat you will. 



But tell me plainly, have you never met 
One whom yon loved? — thought you of marriage 
yet? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A blessed state — in Proverbs we are told, 
A good wife better is than pearls or gold. 
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MARTHA. 

But is there none with preference you would name? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All are polite and every where the same. 

MARTHA. 

Have you no one in seriousness addressed? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With ladies can you think that I would jest? 

MARTHA. 

You still mistake me* 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I regret to find 
How slow I am; but one thing to my mind 
Is clear, that you are veiy, very kind. 

[Tlkfyjkissofu 

FAUST. 

And so thou didst, my angel — didst thou not? — 
The moment that I came into the garden., 
Remember me again, upon the spot? 

MARGARET. 

Did you not see it? — I held down my eyes. 



FAUST. 

- dost tliou not? - 



And tboa dost, - 

Wiich, aa yon passed from the CatBedral home, 
I raslily took? 



MARGARET. 



I felt 80 mncb Burpriae, 
And was, I scarce can tell yon, so confnsed, 
And trembled like a guilty thing accnsed. 
"Into bis head could such a thought have come? — 
What must he think of thee? — there must have been 
Something improper in thy walk or mien; 
Something that gave this gentleman to see, 
Here is a girl with whom yon may make free." 
Yet must Z own I did not then detect 
How my heart pleaded for thee, nor aurpect 
I with myself was angry, that, with thee, 
As angry, as I ought, I could not be. 



i 



MARGARET. 

One moment wfut. 

[SAe plucks a star-fcwfr, and picks off Ike leaves oi 
after attotker. 



\ 



Why plnck the star-flowerE. 
— Do joa wish a bunch of flowers? 
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MARGARET. 

No, I juBt fancied 
Trying a little game of chance. 

FAUST. 

What mean 70a? 

MARGARET. 

You will laugh at me. 

[She plucks cffihe leaves^ and murmurs to herself^ 

FAUST. 
What are you murmuring? 

MARGARET (Ao^oIoimO. 

Se loves me — laves me not. 

FAUST. 

Angelic creatnrel 

MARGARET. 

JETe loves me — not — JETe loves me — not — 

[As she plucks off the hist leaf with eager delight. 
Se loves me! 

FAUST. 

Yes, my child, deem this language of the flower 
The answer of an oracle — "He loves thee I" 
Dost thou know all the meaning of "He loves thee?" 

[Holds both her AoiuEu 



r 



MAKGARET. 

I am all over trembling. 



IVemble not I 
Oh, Tet this look, Una presanre of the hands, 
Say, to thee, what no worda can say: henceforth 
Be onr whole heing lost in one another 
In overflowing joy — that lives and lives 
For ever and for ever] conld it end. 

It were but no, it cannot, cannot end! 

[Margaret prusts hit hands; dismgaga ktral/ftem 

and runs away, //i stands for a momint, lAeughlfm 

andfoUims hir. 



The night is coming o 



MEPHISTOPHEXES. 

We should he going. 



uld invite yon to stay longer, hnt 
live in a censoriona neighbonrhood. 
y seem to have nothing to think of or to do 
; watch the doors, and who go in and out: ■ 

what yon will , yonr doings will he misconstraedtfl 
■nng oonple — saw you them? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Up jonder walk ~ gay bntterflies ~ ^'^'^' ^'^ 

MARTHA. 

Caught ^® seems 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And she too. 'Tis the ^.y of the world. 
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A SUMMER HOUSE. 

Margaret runs in; fixes herself behind the door; holds the tip of 
her finger to her lips^ and peeps through the crevice, 

MARGARET. 

He comes. 

FAUST. 

Ah, rogae! and do you thus provoke me? 

I've caught JOU at last [Kisses her. 

MARGARET. 

{Embracing him and returning the kiss. 

Dearest and best, with mj whole heart I love thee. 

[Mephistopheles knocks. 



Who's there? 


FAUST {tUmpi^), 




MEPHISTOPHELES. 




A Mend. 




FAUST. 

A brute. 




MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Full time to go. 



MARTHA (cofiMt «ij»). 

^Tis late, my lord. — 



Farewell. 



AdienI 



FAUST. 
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FAUST. 

May I not see jou home? 



MARGARET. 

My mother would — fareweU. 



FAUST. 



Must I then go? 



MARTHA. 



MARGARET. 



To meet again, and soon. 
[Exeunt Faust and Mephistophbles. 

MARGARET. 



How many things a man like this 
Must know; — and I had but a "Yes," 
For every thing he said; — confused 
By every word; yet he excused 
Each fault of mine. What can it be, 
That thus attaches him to me? 



r 



FOREST AND CAVERN. 

FAUST (otoB.). 



YcBL lgfty Spirit, than hast given me all, 

AU . that I aakeA of thee; and not in y ain, 

In uu consuming Gre revealed, Last thou 

Beea with me, manifestiag gloriously 

Thy presence — tbon haet looked on me with Iota , 



- H ast fpven me empire o'er majestic Ua ture; 
Power to ptjoy and fee ll 'Twas not alone 
The stranger's short permitted privilege 
Of raomentary wonder that thou gavest; 
No, tfaoQ hast given me into her deep breast 
Aa into a frfend'a secret heart to look; 
Hast broaght to me the tribes of living things: 
Tbna teaching me to recognise and love 
My brothers in still grove, or air, or stream. 
And when in the wide wcod the tempest raves, 
And shrieks, and rends tbe giant pines, nproots, 
Disbranches, and, with maddening grasp nplifting, 
Flings them to earth, and from the hollow hill 
Dnll moaning thunders echo their descent; 
Then dost thou lead me to the safe retreat 
**£ some low cavern, there exhibiting 

my awed soal its own mysterious naturel 

f my own heart the depths miracnlons, 

' secret j'award being all exposed 1 



And when before mj eye the pure moon walks 

High over-head, diffusing a soft light, 

Then &oni the rocks, and over the damp wood, 

The. pale bright shadows of the ancient times 

Before me seem to more, and mitigate 

The too severe delight of earnest thoughtl — 

Ala sl even now I feel Man's jots mna t be 
Imperfect ev er. The ecstatic bliss, 
Which lifts me near and nearer to the gods; 
This is thy gift; but with it thou hast given, 
Insepafahly linked, this vile associate, 
Whom I abominate, hut cannot part; — 
Cold, insolent, malicious, he contrives 
To make me to mjeelf contemptible; 
And with a breath will scatter into aotbicg 
All these high gifts; with what officious zeal'N 
He fans my breast into a raging flame 1 

Of passion, to possess that perfect form | 

Of loveliness I Thus, from desire I pass / 

On to enjoyment, and, uneasy still, / 

Even in enjoyment languish for desire! -^ 

[Mbfhistofiielbs t 

^•^ MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Have yon not had enough of this before? 
A pretty kind of life to live for ever! 
Welt enough for a trial. Come, come, let us 
Beek something n 




r 



I wiab fou had something else 
To do than thus torment me when I'm quiet 

MEFHI5T0PHEI.ES. 

Well! well! and if you wish I'll leave yon here 

To your delights — never say it again. 

Great loss to me, indeed, 'twonid he to lose 

A petulant, unGocial, crazy creature 

Of a companion — kept the whole day long 

Busy, and never can mako any guess 

From my [lord's countenance, whether your worship j 

Is pleased or is displeased by what I do> 



Ay, there's the tone — tlat is ho very like him: 
Tires me to death — expects me then to thank himtl 

M EP HI STOP HELES. 

Poor child of earth I and couldst thou, then, have 

borne 
Thy life till now without my aid? 'Twaa I 
That saved tbee from imaginations tdlel 
I guarded thee with long and anxious care; 
And, but for me, even now tiou wouldst have beea | 
Idling in other worlds! "Why sittest thou there, 
Lingering in hollow cave, or rifted rock, 
Dull as the moping owl? Why, like the toad, 
Dost tiiou support a useless life, deriving 
I Subsistence irom damp moss and dripping stooe? 



Sweet paBtime thiel most cliarming otcnpationl 
I fear youVe not forgotten your old trade. 



Conldst thoa conceive what a-dded life is 
In hours like this, passed in the wOdemeBS, 
And couldBt then feel it — still then wonldst r 
The devil thou art — etill hate and poison iti 
Wouldst grudge the short delight 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Delight iadeedl 
Tes, transcendental rapturel — mighty fine! — 
In night and dew lying among the hills, 
In ecatasy embracing earth and heaven — 
To swell np till you are a kind of god — 
To pierce into the marrow of the earth 
In a foot's fancies — all the sis-days' task 
Of the creation in thy breast to feel — 
And in the pride of conscioos power enjoy 
I know not what of hliss, — to cherish love 
That has no limits, bnt must overflow 
Till it loves every thing that is — till earth 
And man's poor nature, in the trance forgotten, 
Has passed away — and thea the glorious hour 
Of intuition ending — how it enda 
I must not say 

TAUST. 

Fie, fie upon the%. 



r 



UBPHISTOPHEI^ES. 

Fie, fiel" — it does not anit your taste, forsootli-| 
Fie, fici tliis mannerly word sounds very well 
In your moutU now. The modest eais are closed, ,M 
And will not Lear of what the modest heart 
Yet caoaot go without. Good, goodl — a word, 
However, upon what you said — I grudge not 
To yon or any man snch pleasure, as 
He now and then may feel, in playing tricks 
Of self-deception; pity 'twill not last. 
You are already blown out of your course — 
Are almost what you were when first we met; 
And, if you don't take care, will fret yourself 
Soon into ac(«al madness — frenzy-fever. 
Or melancholy horror. For your own sake 
Have done with this: yonr love, poor creature! tuts 
Within there, — you siiould soothe herl All with her 
la sad and gloomy — ont of her poor mind 
Yon never are: she loves devotedly. 
Poor tliingi — on thee she thinks — thinks ever 
First came the flood of thy o'erflowing passion, 
As swells, when the euowb melt, a mountain brook.'f 
Above its banks — and thou into her heart 
Hast poured the sudden gush; and now the brook , 
Is dry with fhee again: metbinks 'twere well. 
Instead of reigning here among the woods 
On an imaginary throne, that you 
Would comfort the young monkey, and requite 
The poor thing for her love, — to her the time 



Seems mjaeraHy long — she lingera at 
Th9 window, gazea on the clouds tJiat pass 
Slow o'er the old town- walls. "Oh that I were 
A little hirdi" she criea. This is her song 
All the day long, and half the heavy night! 
One moment is she mirthful — mostly ia 
Sad, — then she weepa till Ghe can weep no more; 
Then, as 'twonld eeem, she is At rest again. 
Bat mirth or grief, whatever the mood be, 
This all ia love — deep, tender, passionate love. 



Serpent — vile serpent I 

MEFHISTOFHELES (anli]. 

Ay, and one that stings. 

FAUST. 

Infamous wretch, begonel name not her name - 
Pollute it not — stir not into deaire 
Hy half-distracted senses. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What is this? — 
She deems herself abandoned — and is right. 

FAUST. 

Off, viper I 



am laughing: 
- just think. 



You are raving — 
What a hard task it la, foraooth - 



Iftai. 



" ^ 






And let it cure your Bpirits, — you are 
Not — as to look at yoa one might belieV' 
Not to the gibbet — but to a fond EoiEtresBl 



What were the joys of Heaven, though with them 



In her embrace? — could my disquiet be 
Stilled on her bosom? could it Lush to rest 
This drear presentiment of her undoing? 
And am I not the outcast — the accurst — 
The homeless one, whose wanderings never cease - 
The monster of Ms kind? fTo rest for me — 
No aim — no object; like the stream, that, nnrst 
With swelling rains, foaming from rock to rock, 
Along its course of rnin. 
On to the inevitable precipice — 
Plunges impatient down the blind abyss. 
And violently seeks the desperate shock. 
And — by the side of such mad stream — was she, 
— A child with a child's feelings; — her low cot 
In the green field upon the mountain- slope, 
And all that she could wieh, or love, or hope, 
ler little world, all — all in that poor spot; — 
nd I — the heaven-detested I — was it not 
aoiigh, that the mad torrent grasped and tore 
L'he rocks, and shivered them to dost, and bore 
All, that opposed me, in my downward course 
'^ with mg? — Her, too, her — her peace - 
joy — 





These most I nndermiiie? — tKese too destroy ? 
Helll Helll — tliis victim also! — Thy support, 
Devil! and tbe dreadfal intervtil make short! 
What amst be, be it soon! Let the crnsb fall 
Down on me of her niin — perish all — 
She — I — and these wild thonghts togetherl 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! in the fever-fit again? 

How seethes and bnms the muddy braini 

— Idiot, go in, and comfort her. 

Thus 13 it ever with the crazy pate. 
When difficulties thwart, 
Or nnforeseen calatnities occur: 
fools, when they cannot see their way, 
At once grow desperate. 

Have no resource — have nothing to propose — 
But fix a dull eye of dismay 
Upon the final close. 
Success to the stout heart, say I, 
That sees its fate, and can defy! 
— Yet art thon, though of- such soft stuff, 
In most things pretty devil enough; — 
Of all insipid things, I least can bear 
That sickening dose — a devil in despair! 



sa 



MARGARETS OWN ROOM. 

UARCARZT i>^au at On tpimuHfiilHtl). 



Mj peace u ^ne, 

And mj heart ia sore: 

1 have lost him, and lost him. 
For evermarel 

The place, where he \a not, 

To me ia the tomb, 
The world ia aadaess. 

And Borrow and gloom I 

My poor sick brain 

Is crazed with pain, 
And uij poor sick heart 

la torn in twaini 



My peace la gone, 

And my heart is sore, 
For lost ia my love 
I For evermore I 



From tlie mudow for Um 
My heavy eyes roam-, 

To seek him, all lonely 
I vandei &om home. 

TTifi noble fonn, 

His bearing high. 
The emiles of his lip, 

And the power of his eye; 

And the mag^c tone 

Of that voice of Lis, 
His hands' soft presanre, 

And ohi bis kiss I 

My peace is gone, 

And my heart is sore; 

I have lost him, and lost him. 
For evermore I 

Far vanders my heart 

To feel him near. 
Oh I coald I clasp him. 

And hold him herel 

Hold hiin and kiss bim. 

Oh! I could die! 
To feed on his kisses, 

How willingly! 
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MARTHA'S GARDEN 

MAROASXT — FAU8T. 
MARGARET. 

— Promise me, Heniy. 

FAUST. 

Be assured, my love. 

MARGARET. 

Now tell me how you are as to religion? 

You are a dear good man — bat, I rather fear 

You have not much of it 

FAUST. 

Forbear, my childy 
Yon feel I love yon, and for those I love 
I would lay down my life. I would not rob 
Any one of his feeling, or his church — 

MARGARET. 

'Tis well — but more than that — we must believe. 

FAUST. 

Must we? 



MASGARET. 

Ob, had I any influence! 
- Toa honour not tbe holy Bacramenta? 



I honour them. 



At masB 
Do you 



MASGARET. 

But you do not i 

slirift 'tis long since you have 

Mava i« Ood? 



Forbear, my love; 
Wbo can say truly, "I believe in God?" 
— Ask it of priest or of philosopher, 
And the reply Beems but a mockery 
Of bim who askfl. 

MARGARET. 

Then thon dost not believe! 



Misunderstand me not, tbon best-beloved: ^X 

Who can name Him, and, kno^iig what he says, 
Say, "I believe in Him?" Aod wbo can feel, 
And, with self-violence, to conscious wrong / 

Hardening bis heart, say, "I believe him notl" / 
The All-embracing, All-mstaioing One, _^^ 

^--Say, dotb be not embrace, sustain, include 



k^ 



■ EimselfP — Bends not die i 
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Thee? — Me? — 

above? 

And earth, on wMch ^e are, is it not firm? 
And over us with constaat kiadlj smile, 
The sleepless stars keep everlasting watchl 
Am I not here gazing into thiae eyes? 

And does not All, that is, 

— Seen and unseen, mysterions all — 

Aionnd thee, and within, 

Untiring agency. 

Press on thy heajrt and mind? 
— Pill thy whole heart with it — and when thon a 
Lost in the consciousnees of happiness — 

Then call it what thou wilt, 

HappinessI — hearti — lovel — GodI 
I have no name for it — Feeling is all; 
Name, sonnd and smoke, 
•Dimniing the glow of heaveni 

MARGARET. 

This is all good and right; 

The priest says pretty much the same, 

Bnt in words somewhat different 



FAUST. 

Every where, 
'U hearts beneath the universal Heaven, 
its own language each doth utter it — 
en why not I in miae? 
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MABGARET. 

Made eosy tbuB 
"Fia pkttsibie — yet murt it le nnsafe: 
Thou art no ChriBtian. 

FAUST. 

Hash, my child, 

MARGARET. 

I griere to see the compaoy than keepeet. 



What do you mean? 

MARGARET. 

The man whom thou hast eve? at thy side, 
I hate him from the bottom of my soul. 
In my whole life, bas nothing given my heart 
So deep a wound, as that man's alien visage. 

FAUST. 

Beloved, fear him not. 

MARGARET. 

The very sight of him makes my blood thrill I 

To most men I feel kindlineaa — but him 

Do I detest; and with a feeling strong, 

Strong as mj love for you — strong as my wishes 

To have yon with me — does a secret shudder 

Creep over me when I behold this r 



lb. 



He ia — I cannot be deceived — he is 

A. Tillajn; — God forgivo me, if I wrong himi 

FAUST. 

He'fl a queer fellow — do not mind his oddities. 

MARGARET. 

I would not — could not, live together with him. 

If for a moment he comes to the door, 

He will look in with snch an air of mockery, 

And a half scowl, and a face dark with anger 

Kept down — you see he has no interest 

In any thing — 'tis written on hia brow 

He feela no love for any living aonl — 

And when I am so happy in thy arms, 

In the sweet confidence of love forgetting — 

Forgetting every thing bat thee, then — then 

He's sure to come, and my heart shrinks and withersl I 

FAUST. 

Foreboding angel, these are weak mis^iingsl 

MARGARET. 

The feeling overmasters me so wholly. 

That if he does but join ua, straightway seems i 

As if I ceased to love thee — where he is 

I conid not pray. This eats into my heart. 

Henry, it cannot be but that you feel 

In this aa I do. 



FAUST. 

This is antipathy. 

HAKrUILET. 

I must away. 

FAUST. 

Alael and may I never 
Meet thee, where none can como to trouble ub? 
One little hour — and mnat it never be? — 
Heart preat to liappy heart, and bobI to soull 



Ah, that I elept aloael This very night 
How gladly would I leave the door nnboltedl 
But then my mother's sleep is far from sound; 
Did ehe awake and find you there, I should, 
Methinta, drop dead npon the Bpot 



Dear angel, throw aside Buch fears; this phial 
Take with you. Three drops of it only, poured 
Into her drink, wrap nature up in Bleep, 
Deep tranquil Bleep. 

MARCARIT. 

I mnst do aa yon bid. 
Could I refiifle you? — 'Twill not injure her? 

CAUST. 

It will not: otherwise would I advise tt? 



MAXGARET. 

Dearly beloTod, if I but look on yon 

I must obey — I cannot hesitate: 

There b a aamething not to be resisted, 

Which OTerpowers me — makes yonr will my guids 

In every thing; and haying gone bo &r 

Already, is choice left meP Having given 

So mnch, what is there for me to re^se? 

MEPHISTOPHELE5 (nUn). 

The monkeyl is it gone? 

FAUST. 



Spying? - 



IISTOPHELES. 



i 



Tea, and I heard qnite plain 
The doctor schooled, — the catechnmen 
Getting a lesson in his creed. 
And catechism, from a yonng woman, 
Just now; — I hope that it agreed 
With yon! The girls' amiety 
For sentimental piety 
Is soon explained. The man, think they. 
Who worships in the good old way, 
When his priest bids him kneels and bows, 
Is likely to obey his sponse: 
TliiB of itself ensures his wife 
A gniet, fair and easy life. 



tt,^^j,^M 



The women fancy, and the bet b 

Confirmed, oi often ho, in practice, 
That their admirers are most fonnd 
Where yonr religions men abound — 
Love is almost the same emotion: 
The devotee — euch is their notion — 
Thns for the sex feels true devotion, 
Courts amorous thoughts and mystic dreamiu 
Is led by priests, and follows womeu. 

FAUST. 

Oh I what a monster must thou be, 

To Bee not, or with scofSng eeo. 

How this poor girl's afiectionfl lead 

The pions creature thus to plead; 

The faith, in which she moves and Uvea — 

That which alone salvation gives — 

So she believes — may make her fear 

Danger to one whom she holds dear; 

Fear for the issue of a strife 

Where more, she feels, ia rislced than lifel 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most sentimental sensualist , 

— Philosopher at onco and beast, — 

Led by the nose by a young flirti 

FAUST. 

Abortion — spawn of fire and dirti 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (aeornftOl^). 

-^ On Physiognomy she also lectures 
Profonndlj — feels, when I am present, 
Sensations strange and most unpleasant: 
— Suppressed malignity my smile betrays; 
I wear a mask, forsooth, I will not raise. 
And what it hides she sapiently conjectures, 
Something mysteriously allied to evil, 
A genius — or, perhaps, the very deviL 
To-night then. 

FAUST. 

What's to-night to thee? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fve my amusements too — we'll see. 
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AT THE WELL. 
Margaret and Lizzy (with^hers), 

LIZZV. 

Have you not heard of Hannah^s pretty doing? 

MARGARET. 

No, not a word — Tve been but little out 

LIZZY. 

Kate told it me to-day — there's not a doubt 
Of its truth. This comes of airs and impudence: 
I always said her pride would be her ruin. 

MARGARET. 

What mean you? 

LIZZY. 

What I mean all know but you — 
Why, when she eats and drinks she's feeding two. 

MARGARET. 

Poor ihingl 

LIZZY. 

Poor thing, indeedl great pity for hQr\ 



WLf, alie waa always finding some protence 

To'be in company with thia adorer 

Of hers; — at every partj — every walk — 

Hov she made out a time for private talk! 

Would bang upon his arm, and still be seen 

For evermore with him, at booth or green. 

She thong-ht herself bo fiae, none could come near het 

And then their feastings — cakea and wine must chefl 

her 
After their ramblea: then her vanity 
About her beanty almost like insanity — 
And then her meanness — think of her insisting 
Upon his making handBonne presents to her — 
Then camo soft words, when there were none to listen,J 
Then all a girl can give she gave her wooor 



The poor, poor thingi 



And do yon pity her? 
When we were kept close to onr wheels, and when 
Our mothers wonld not suffer ua to stir 
Abroad at night, or loiter with the men, 
Then were they on the seat before the door, 
Or in the dark walk lingering evermore; 

f repentance; 



For o 



. I f 



sorrow at her sentence. 



MARGARET. 

Poor creature! but, no doubt, he'll marry her. 



Hel — he'll be no euch fool — the de'il may carry 



For what he cares — they eay that he is off; 
He'il find another market soon enough. 



That IB Bot fair. 



Twill be almost as bad, 
We will so plague her ^- if she get the lad; — 
The wedding garland, should she think to wear it, 
From the mock virgin shall tlie children tear it; 
And, at her door, what fun we shall have, spreading 
Chopped straw, to greet the promise of their wedding. 
[Exit. 

MARGARET (nfumiVt; *««). 

How I would rail when some poor girl went wrongl 
Uow, when it was another's sin and shame, 
Words of reproach would rise up to my tonguel 
It was, it was black — oh how black, and I 
Blackened it mure and more — no words of blame 
This virtuous scorn of mine could satisfy — 
Others might fall, but I more proud became — 
I blessed myself, and held myself so high, 
And 1 who thus could feel — am I the same? 
But could 1 — who conld — have resisted here? 
All was so good] all was so very dear! 



^'"-'- 
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ZWINGER. — A LITTLE SHRINE. 



In a nitkt ef At wall an image cf Ikt Matbr Dolorosa, 
fieatrs bt^tU. — lik.tJinf.t.x places /rtsk powers in tktica 



Mother beojga, 
Look down on me! 
No grief like tliine; 
Thoa vho dost see 
In his deatli-Bgonj' 
Thy Son divine. 

In faith tiuto the Father dost thon lift np thine eyes; 
in faith nnto the Father dort pray with many sighs. 
The Bword ia piercing thine own bouI, and thou in pai 

dost pray, 
That the pangs which tort-nre him , and are thy { 

may pass away. 

And who my wound can heal, 
And who the pain cim feel, 
That rends asunder brain and hone? 
How my poor beajl, within me aching, 
Trembles and yearns, and is forsaken — ^ 
Thou knowest it — thou alone I 



Where can I go? Where can I go? 
Every where wool woe! woel 
Kothing that does not my own grief betoken; 
And when I am alone, 
I moan, and mosn, and moan, 
And am heart-broken. 



The flowers npon my window sill, 

Wet with my tears since dawn they be; 
All elae were sleeping, while I was weeping, 
Praying and choosing flowers for thee. 

Into my chamber brightly 
Came the early sun's good morrow; 
On my reatlese bed, unsightly, 
I sato np in my sorrow. 

Oh, in this hoar of death, and the near grave, 
Snccour me, thoa, and savel 
Look on me with that countenance benign. 
Never was grief tike thine, — 
Look down, look down on mine! 



VALENTINE (a aeiilH - MAt>GE'i ^oUfr). 

Till now, as roiind tLe canteen licartli, 

My comrades, in their drunken ntirtli, 

"Would of their favourites gfuly boast, 

And pledge witli soldier's glee the toast; 

How on my elbow I would rest. 

Smile as each swore his own the best, 

And Btroke my heard, and raise zaj glnsB, 

And wlien my turn to name the lass 

Came round, would say, "Each to Lis taBte; 

In iny own home my heart is placed, 

Where is the maiden, nny where, 

That with my Margaret can compare? 

Is there than Madge's in the land 

A truer heart or fairer Land?" 

Oh, then, how cups and goblets rang, 

While voices rose with joyous clang: 

"Eight, right," in chorns, hundreds cried, 

"First of thorn all — the country's pride — 

His sister is" — and dumb and tame 

The boasters suddenly became. 

And now — oh, I could rend my hair, 

Cou]d dash mj brains out in despair; — 



wAim. 



Now must I feel my boEom gored 
By daggers in each casual word, 
And every ruffian's sneering eye 
And scornful taunt my patience try; 
Gnawing my wrath must I remain, 
And suffer and suppress my pain, 
Nor dare say any word again; 
As hears the debtor gibe and curse, 
Who meets a claim with empty purse. 
Avenge it - — what can vengeance do? 
Must I not feel the taunt is true? 



See yonder! sneaking out of sight. 
Two skulking scoundrels. — Am I rigbt? 
— 'Tis ho — would Heaven tbat it were be - 
He scarce shall 'scape me if it be. 

Faust — MEPHisTorHBLES. 



See, in the window of yon sacristy, 

How &om its little lamp the constant light 

Streams up — while, at the sides, less and less brigbt, 

'Tis fading — till it dies in the thick night 

That deepens round — and thus is It with me — 

Uarkneas on every dde around me spreads. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

And I am like the tbieviab cat tbat treads, 
Prowling along, tip ladders and down leads — 



980 rAirsT. 

A nibble in tlie dark — tbere's no b&nn in it - 

Or matcbing on tbe roof a stolen love-minnte. 

Already do I feel tbe power, 

The fun and frolic of tbe bonr; 

The adrent of WALPimais siaui 

Bidfl every limb thrill witb deligbt: 

Another night — another day. 

And then the glorious first of Mat; 

Then to tbe firocken fare we forth, 

Then loam that life ia something worth. 



Behold you blue light glimmering! 
Is ttat the treasure? Lurks it there? 
And will it from tbe dark earth Bprtng? 

W EPHISTOPHELES, 

Be patient — you shall abortly bring 
The cimket into open air: 
I peeped into the secret board, 
And saw the lion-dollars stored. 



Whatl merely money? who would think it? 
What good ia this? no ring — no trinket? 
Vq ornament for tbe dear girl? 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

yes; there are some beads of pearl. 



I am glad of it, — it is not pleasant 
To go to IiGr ividiout Bome present. 



la there tlien no such thing a« pleasore, 

But what you may by payment measure? 
I diEfer there with you — hut see, 
The heaven is hnahed, and full of stars: 
Now for a moment favour me 
With silence — while I sing some bars 
Of an old Bong — a sweet old air, 
Touched with true skill — a moral sonj 
That lures the heart and will along. 

IS/H/M to Um guitar.) 

Why, Catherine, stay 

At dawn of day. 

At dawning gray, 
Before the younter's door? 

The merry hlade 

Lets in the moid. 

That ont a maid 
Never departeth morel 

Beware — beware. 

And guard, ye fair. 

Your hearts with ca.re. 
Poor things, beware of men — 

Oh, listen not to any thing 

They may say, or swear, or sing, 
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Till on the finger is tlie ring — 
Beware, saj I again. 

VALENTINE (c&mn forward). 

What brings je here? whom come je to destroy, 
Corsed rat-catchers? — to the devil with the lure — 
To the devil with the scoundrels. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well done^ boy, 
The poor guitar is cracked beyond all cure. 

VALENTINE. 

Now for his skull. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now, Doctor, now's your time. 
Courage — stick close — that^s a brave fellow: 
Have at him — just do as I tell you — 
Out with your duster — thrust away — 
I'll parry. 

VALENTINE. 

Parry that 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Child's playl 
Easily done. 

VALENTINE. 

And that. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As easy quite. 

VALENTINE. 



The devil assists him in the fight — 
My hand is wounded. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now thrust home. 

VALENTINE. 

Oh, torture! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The clown's done for — come, 
We'd best be off — have not a minute 
To lose — already is the ciy 
Of murder raised — and although I 
Know the police, and have friends in it, 
This is a very ugly scrape. 
To manage it in any shape 
Perplexes me. 

MARTHA (at tht winiow). 

Up! — upl — 

MARGARET (ol A«r whtdw)), 

A Hght! 

MARTHA. 

Exiling and scuffling — how they fightl 
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PEOPLE ((BU.«(r«0, 

One of lliem is already dead. 

I MARTHA. 

Beize on the murderers — aje they f 
Wh 
VALENriNE. 



1 



MARGARET Coming suf). 

Wto h it? — who? 



PEOPLE. 

Thy mother's 



MARGARET. 



lOoai 



I die — said soon — soon dom 
Women, why stand you wailing, crying? 
Will yon not listen? I am dying. 
Margaret, take counsel, yon are sdU 
Young, and conduct yonr husiness ill; 
I apeak in confidence — you are 
A strumpet — throw away pretence — 
Be one in earnest — there were sense 
In this — be one thing or the other. 

MARGARET. 

Ilfy QodI what can yon mean, my brother? 



VALENTINE. 

Beat let the name of God alonel 

Tbat which is done, alaal ia done. 

The past is past — the vretched game 

Yon play ia every where the same, 

Begins ia folly — ends in shame. 

First one man visits — then, less private, 

Another; Boon the coy beginner 
Will welcome all, till she arrive at 

The streets, and is a common sinner. 

When Shajhb is born, she ehiiuks from sight, 
Draws over her the veil of night, 
Tremhlea at every stir, and tries 
Of hood and oloak the mean disgniso, 
Yea — unfamiliar yet with sin — 
Would hnsh the warning voice within. 
On moves she nnobserved, unknown; 
But bigger soon, and bolder grown. 
Walks, hand in hand, the broad highway. 
With Slander, in the eye of day. 
And as her features, marred and coarse. 
From hour to honr look worse and worbo, 
While men behold her with affright, 
She stalks affronting the daylight. 

Already do I see the day. 
When all, with loathing, torn away 
From thee, as from a plagne-stmck corse, 
I see the gnawings of remorse: 
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— Abandoned outcast of the street, 
How wilt tlioa beaf their eyea to meet? 
Never, as once, tlte golden chain 
To wear in pride -- never again! 
Never again, that fairest face, 
To shiae at church, in the high place, 
And never more the dance to grace; — 
No more in modest prido to deck 
With frilla of snowy lace thy neck; 
But in some filthy nook to He, 
'Jlong Btrampetfl live — 'mong beggars d 
And find, for thee, heart-broken one, 
Though God has mercy, Han has none. 

MARTHA. 

Pray, dying man, for mercy; dread 
To heap God's curses on thy head! 

VALENTINE. 

Fiend, could I tear thy leprous skin! 
Procuress! sordid slave of sin! 
Then might I rest, my conscience freed 
I'rom every weight by that one deed, 

MARGARET. 

,My brother — oh, what agony — ■ 
! Brother, forgive — I grieve for thee- 

VALENTINE. 

Cease weeping thus for me: thy fall — 
That was the sharpest wound of all. 
Fearless I go — as fits the brave — 
To God and to a soldier's grave. 
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CATHEDRAL. 

SERVICE. — ORGAN AND ANTHBM. 

Margaret among a number of people, — Evil Spirit behind 

Margaret. 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

How changed is every thing 
With thee, poor Margaret, 
Since when, still full of innocence, 
Then to this very altar 

Didst come, and from the litde old thumbed prayer- 
book 
Didst lisp the murmured prayers; 
Half with the children out at play, 
In a child's happy fancies, thy young heart. 
And half with God in heaven. 

And dost thou, canst thou think? . • 

Thy brain, where wanders it? . . 

In thy heart oh what a weight 

Of guilt, of evil done! 

Prayest thou for thy mother's soul — 

She who through thee did sleep and sleep away 

Into undying agonies? 

And on thy door-stead whose the blood? 

And in thy bosom is there not 

A stirring, that is torture. 

And with foreboding fears 

Makes felt the present woe? 




K 

^^F HARGASrr. 

^^1 Woe, woel 

^^B Oh clue I could eac^e 

^^B TO^e durk tbonghta flitdag otbt acd athwart ma^ 

^^H Aad aU sccnsing me! 

^F CHOOL 
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DcES Ikx, Dieb iLUk 

SOLTZT S2CLUM LS FATILUU 



EVIL SPOUT. 

The judgment arrests thee — 

The tmmpet is sotmding — 

The graves are a-rtjr — 

And thy heart, 

From die sleep of its ashea, 

For fiery tortnre 

Created again, 

Awakes np and trem.bles. 

UARGARET. 

That I were out of this — 
I feel as if the organ 
BtiQed my breathing. 
And that the anthem wu 
Breaking my heart 

CHOIK. 

l<tDax EKao COM sedbsit, 

IDQUm I.ATET ADPAKE6IT, 

t u, onn.Tiru keuahebii 



MARGARET, 

I feel SO tightened here, 
The pillars of the wall 
Aro grafipiag me; 
The arch above 
Weighs on me. — Airl 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thyself — sin and shame 
Will find thee etit — 
Oh, never were they bidden — 
Air — light — exposure — 
Woe's thee! 

CHOIR. 

Quid bum miser tuho dioturus, 

QUEU PATROlfUM ROQATURnS, 

Cum tix jnaTtJS bit becurus. 

evil SPIKIT. 

From thee their conntenances 
The sons of light all turn. 
To reach to thee their hands 
Makes the pnre shndder — 



CHOIR. 

Quid sum misbb tdho DicruEoa. 

MARGARET (/W>i.V>i0) (« »> f M Mst jktr. 

Your flasket, friend. 
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WALPURGIS NIGHT. 



Faust — Mephistophelbs, 
mephistopheles. 
Would not a broomstick ba a good thing liere 
For a tired man to ride? I wisli I had got 
A buck-goat, rough and tough — neck thick, 

The road ia long, and we are loitering, 

The time just come — the place still far away. 



While I feel firm upon my limbs, the road 

ThuB wild aud intricate but pleasca me; 

And this knobbed staff affords support enough. 

Why should we wibIi the way more short? To steal ] 

Silently through the deep vale's labyrinth, 

And issuing thence to climb these rocks, from whidi' j 

The bubbling water gushes up for ever, 

And streaniB a white precipitous cataract — 

'Tib this — 'tis this that makes such paths delightftiL 1 

The Btirring breath of spring hath waked the bircli, 

And the slow pine already feels her power — 
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Sliall wfi alone of all that live and breathe 
B«maia uolnflnenced hj her cheering spirit? 

UEFHISTOPHELES. 

I can feel nothing of it — all within 

With me is winter — give me the bleak snow. 

And. the cold ice upon my desolate path. 

With what a red and melancholy light 

The waning moon's imperfect orb is moving, 

Casting faint, cold, unserviceable beams, 

And making each step dangerous — lest the foot 

Dash 'gainst some straggling tree or jutting rock; 

I'll call a wildfire Will-o'-the Wisp to light m. 

See, there is one bums bright and merrily. 

The freakish spark, look, how he flings away 

On the regardless night his sp-endthrift splendour. 

Holla! my Mend, como join our company; 

Come, come, instead of wasting idly there, 

Come be the pilot of oni perilous way, 

Move on, and light us throngli the desert moors. 

WILL-O'-THE-WISP. 

Tours most respectfally — I'll strive to serve yon; 
But it is struggling against nature — devious 
And zig-zag is our cnstomary course. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ha, hal — ha, hat he thinks to mimic man; 
Go straight — for once — in the devil's name, 
straight — 



On, sa-aaj spark, od — ot I'll blow thee ont, 
Poor gleam of mar Bh -light life. 



WILL-O'-TH E-WIS P. 
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Tia plain to 
That the master of the honse is here — my lord, 
I will be all I can be, to oblige you, — 
But, tbiuk, the hill to-day is mad with magic; 
And, if we ehould not go the etraigbtest road, 
Eemember that your guide is but a meteor. ^m 

Faust, Mephistophkles, Meteok {nllfrnalely). 



Info the magic world, the centre 

Of fancies strange and dream/ science. 

By a meteor led, we enter, 

His wild light our beet reliance. 

Then, Meteor, guide us on in haste, 

Through regions lonely, wide, and waste. 

Woods — how swift they vanish b 
Trees on trees — bow fast they fly ns! 
And the cliSs, with antic greeting. 
Bending forward and retreating, 
How they mock the midnight meeting; 
Ghastly rocks grin glaring on us, 
Panting, blowing, as they shnn usl 

Trickling on, throngh sward and stone, 
Eill and rivulet run down — 
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Mnrmnring and rustling noar, 
Voices meet and mock tlie ear-, 
Sweet BOoiidB greet ns from above: 
Are they — are they worda of love? 
Tender tones, that from the wild wood 
Whisper back the days of childhood? 
All that was, when we were young, 
Edek to the heart, now meets it; 
Aud the rock, with airy tongue, 
Xiecalls, restores, the enchanted song, 
And lingering in love repeats it. 
How the song of echo chimes 
Like the voice of other times ! 



Tu-whoo! — Tn-whool — the owl's in view - 
Nearer, clearer, comes his hooting — 
Through the dusk air see him shooting — 
The long-homed owl, with piaions gray, 
The blind bat borne in circles dizzy, 
The crow — the lapwing — and the jay, 
Are wakeful all — all out and busy — 
See lizards in the green twigs tender, 
With heavy paunch and loug legs slender — 
Every where strange sights we see — 
Are they what they seem to be? — 
Here's many a twining plant that fiinga 
Hound rock and root its serpent strings. 
And seeks to dart, in eager watch 
The heedless journeyer's foot to catch, 
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S4i FADST. 

From close-compacted living maasea 
lis angry fFings on each ivbo passea; 
Every where around ns playing, 
Many-coloured mice are straying, 
KumberleBS, 'mong moss and heather; 
And the fire-flies crowd together. 
With buzzing motion, swarming, crusLing, 
Round our meteor leader rushing! 



We be fltrangers her-e who stray, 
Natives of the hills are they, 
Gleesome creatures bright and gay, 
Merry guidesl hurrah! hurrahl — 
Wild the escort — wild the way! 



Tell me, tell me, where we are — 
We have wandered fast and far — 
Is our wizard journey ended ? 
Is the Brocken yet ascended? 
Round us every thing seems wheeling, 
Trees are whirling, rocks are reeling — 
All in rapid circles spinning. 
With motion dizzying and dinning. 
Every thing that round us races 
Makes grotesque and fiendish faces; 
Swelling, puffing, multiplying, 
On all sides wild-fire lights are flying. 



MRPHISTOPHKLES. 

Come, be alivo — bo far, ho well; 
We're at tLe half-way pinnacle. — 
The worst is over now — catch fsst 
My mantle, while we tora and cast 
A glance beneath ns on the mines 
Where Mammon in the tnoantains Bhineal 



What a strange glimmer stains the ground, 

Like the dull heavy clouds around 

The east, ere yet the sun ascends: 

Far down the daBky hue extends, 

For leagues below earth's surface spread, 

A gloomy — thick — diBcoloorod red. 

Tinging the dreary sides of this 

Desperate, hope-deadening precipice — 

Here rises smoke, there vaporous whitenesB, 

But yonder what a blaze of brightness 

On every object round is gleaming! — 

Now in a narrow thread 'tis streaming, 

And now the illuminating current 

Bursts sparkling like a winter torrent, 

Here, round the vale, you see it wind. 

In long veins delicate and slender, 

And there in bondage Btrict confined, 

It brightens into burning splendoutl 

A thousand sparks, like goid-dust, sprinkling 

The waste air, ore before ub twinkling. 
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And B«e the tnll rock kindling, bright! 
Glows with inteuBity of lightning — 
Turret, — 'twonld aeem — and fence 
Lit up at once with festal fire. 
HEPHISTOPHELES. 

W ell, is not Mammon'B princel y hall 
Lit gaily for onr feBtivatl 



I*in glad you've seen it — the wild niglit 
Bodes fltonn, that soon will hide it quite - — 
Already is it swept from sight — 
Wild work is on the winds — I see already 
Omens that say the boisterouB guests are coming. 



The angry gale blows insolently upon usl 
How keen and cold upon my neck it falls, 
Like strokes of some shajp weapon. 



MEPHrSTOPHELES. 



The old projecdons of the ribbed rock - 
Else it will blow you do'wn into the cliasm 
Yawning beiow us like a Bepalchre. 

Clouds frown heavily, and hearken 
How the wood groans as they darken, 
And the owls, in fear and fright 
At the stormy face of night, 
Beat the air in homeward flight; 
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The halls of evergreen are Bhakiog, 
And their thoocanil piUara breaking, 
Hearken how the tempest wrenches 
Groflcing trunks and crashing branches, 
And the earth beoeath is rifted, 
And the shrieking trees uplifted — 
Bole, and bough, and bloaaom cheerful, 
Fair trees fall in ruin fearful; 
— How the haughty forest brothers 
Beud and tremble! — how they fall! 
How they cling on one another's 
Anna! — each crushes each and smothers, 
Till, tangled, strangled, down come all; 
And the wi!d Winds through the r 
Are howling, hissing, and halboingl 
Down the Talleys how they sweep. 
Bound and round, above and under, 
Head the giant clifis asunder, 
And, with shout and scream appalling. 
Catch the mighty fragments fallingi 
How they laugh, and how they leap, 
As they hurry off their plunder! 
Headlong eteep, and gorges deep. 
Gulf, and glen, and rock, in wonder, 
Echo hack the stormy thunder! 

List! — I thought I heard a ringing 

In my ear of voices singing — 

Ahove — around us — faint, now clearer, 

Djjitant now — now warbling nearer — 
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Now, all the haunted hill along, 
Streams the maddening magic song! 

WITCHES IN CHORUS. 

On to the Brocken the witches are flocking — 

Meny meet — merry part — how they gallop and 
drive, 
Yellow stubble and stalk are rocking. 

And young green com is merry alive. 
With the shapes and shadows swimming by. 

To the highest heights they fly. 

Where Sir Urian sits on high — 
Throughout and about, 
With clamour and shout, 
Drives the maddening rout, 
Over stock, over stone; 
Shriek, laughter, and moan. 
Before them are blown. 

A VOICE. 

Before the rest — beyond the best — 
Who to lead the group is fitter? 
In savage pride see Baubo ride 
On her sow about to litter. 

CHORUS. 

Baubo — honour to whom honour — 
Benediction be upon her — 



Forward, motlierl — as we speed ub, 
Who so fit M thou to lead us! 
Forward — clear the way before ual 
Then follow we in screaming choma! 



Whence came you? 

A VOICE. 

Over lUenetdn — 
Aa I past I peeped into a neat, 
And the nigh^owl, scared from her stupid rest, 
Fixed her frightened eyes on mine! 

A VOICE. 

go to the devil — why drive yon so fast? 



She grazed my side as she hurried post, 
And the skin is sore and the blast is chill: 
Look there — see where — 'tis hieedin 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

The way is long, and weary, and wide — 

And the madman throng crowds on every side — 

The pitchforks scratch, and the broomsticks scrape, 

Will the child within escape. 

When the mother, crushed to death, 

Suffocating pants for breath? 
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WIZAJtDS AND VA£L0CK5. SEMtCHORUS L 

Like tlie lazy snail, we: linger and trail: 

Idnd, aa fleet m tie wind, 
Have left as far and far Leliind — 

<ad like this men droop and drivel, 
Wliile woman goes fearless and fast to the deviL 

WIZARDS AND WARLOCKS. SEMICHOBUS *. 

Swift they go, and swift they go. 
And gain a thousand steps or so, 
But slow is Bwift, and swift is slow. 
Woman will bnstle, and woman will justle. 
But yet at the end will lose the day. 
For hnrry and hurry aa best she may, 
Man At one long bound clears the way. 

VOICES FROM ABOVE. 

Come with as — come with na from Felsen-see, 

From the lake of rocks to the eagle height 

Of the hills — come with us — to-night — to-nigbjl 

VOICES FROM BELOW. 

To wander above, is the thing we love. 
Oh for one hour of this cue nightl 
For one mad dance on tlie Brockon heightl 
When shall we join in the wild delight? 
We have washed, and washed, and washed us whitj 
Again and again — we are barren quite — 
Ittt our hearts are a-glow, our cheeks are bright — *4 
Ve have watched a-lefl — we have watched a-right, , 




And we hear tLo soand of tlie far-off flight 
As they hmry a.'va.j, and are B~wept from sight. 

THE TWO CHORUSES. 

That wind that scattered the clouds is dead, 
And they thicken soon o'er the wandering moon: 
She hides her head — and the stars are fled; — 
With a whispering, wluBtling, drizzling aonnd, 
And a fall of meteor flies around — 
Onward, on,ward, hurry, skurry, 
The hell-drireii rout of wizards hurry. 

VOICE FROM BELOW. 



VOICE FROM ABOVK 

What voice is this 
Calls to OB from the abyss? 
Seems it that the words just epokcn 
From the crannied rock have broken? 

VOICE FROM BELOW. 

Stop — stop — stop — for mo — for me — 
Guarded and bound with slant rocks round — 
Stop — stop — stop — and make me free — 
Three hundred years moiling, three hundred years 

toiling , 
Hurry work — weary work — step after step; — 
X grasp and I grope, and in time 1 have hope 
To climb to the top — sisters, stop — siatera^ atoij — 
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I anoiut every joint, and I pray my own pnyar, 
In the May-sabbatli night, to the Prince of the air. — 
Are you not my kindred? — and vhy am I hind'red 
From mixing among yon, and meeting him there? 



BOTH CHORUSES. 

Brooms fly fa«t when warlocks ride 'em 

Rams, with those who know to gnids 'em 

Broken branches gallop lightly; 

Pitchforks, too, make couraers sprightly. 

A fanck-goat or boar is aa good as the best of thom 
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Each man for himself, and who 
them? 
Many an egg-abell aii^balloon, 
To-night will land at onr saloon; 
He who fails in his endeavonr 
To join ns now, is gone for ever. 



for the rest of 



HALF-WITCH F 



Far away I hear their laughter, 
Hopelessly I stumble after; 
Cannot rest at home in qniet — 
Here I cannot join the riot 



WITCHES IN CHORUS. 

, Strength is given ns by this ointment — 
To will keep to-night's appointment — 
79 can Bpeed on eea, no matter 
.We the aail a cobweb tntter; 




int as wea'k and thiD as 
Snail's abandoned shell our pinnace. 
He who caonct &y to'aiglit, 
Will never Boat a wizard's flight 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

And when we've reached the topmost bonnd, 
Like swallows skim the haunted ground; 
Far and wide npon the heath, 
Spread yonr circling guard beneath; 
Watch and ward 'gainst treachery, 
With all the hoats of witchery. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The air b heavy and oppressive, 
And the whirling din excessive; 
Rattling with the ceaseless babble, 
Of the tnmnltuons hell-driven rabble; 
Sultry, vaporous, and sickening; 
To a denser substance thickening. 
Burning noisomely, and glittering 
With fiery sparks for ever firittering, 
Poisoning every thing it reaches. 
Atmosphere for fiends and witches. 
But cling more close to me, or we will lose 
Each other soon — where art thou? 



' S5A 



FAUST. 



U EFHI STOPHELES. 

What, loBt already — torn away eo far — 
Then mnst I show that I am master herel 
Hake way, good people, for my yonng 

yonder; — 
Room for yoMng Voland — room, sweet people, 
Here, Doctor, clin^ to me, and with one Bpring 
We'll rid ourselves of the whole set at once. 
They are too bad — this raving ia too nmch 
Even for me. — Look yonder at the hlaze 
Of brightness — a distinct aad steady flame: 
How different from all the brimstone torches 
And wildfire lights that madden round the hill. 
It temp'B me to explore that distant copse — 
Gome let ns steal away from this wild crowd. 

FAUST. 

Spirit of Contradiction — well, lead onl 
I cannot hut admire the bright idea 
Of wandering to the Brocken in JIay-night, 
To enjoy, forsooth, the charms of solitude. 

MEPH1ST0PHELE.S. 

See, see the lights! how cheerily they bnrnl 
There seems to be a merry set assembled, 
A little party met of choice gay spirits. 



\ 



onld I rather be above — eeel see! 
« through the whirls of smoke bursts the red light, 



And glows and triumphs — in what hurrying vavee 

NumberB on numbers evermore increaBiag, 

The thickening throng Btreama onward — still — still 

onward — - 
All under tho resistlcsa fascination — 
All to the worship of the evil One — 
The clue to many a puzzling mystery 
May be faund here — to-aight will be tmravelled 
Many a strange riddle. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And strange riddles, too, 
May be proposed to-night, and not unravelled — 
But leave we the great world and its distractions, 
While we enjoy our quiet corner hero. 
'Tis quite esUblished that, in all large parties, 
Tho guests divide in small and scattered circles — 
See Uie young witches all are naked there, 
And all the old ones with coy bashfuloess. 
Veiling their timid charms — come, come, look plea- 
sant, 
If it wero only to oblige a friend — 
'Tis not much trouble, and we'll have rare sport 
I hear the music — curse upon their scrapingl — 
But 'twill sound better when we're used to it. 
Come, come, I must insist npon your comiiig — 
Come — I must introduce my honoured friend. 
Well now, what Uiiiik you? Is not this a long 
And splendid room? You scarce can see the endl 
A line of fires — M least a hundred, shine 



I 
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Brilliantly: what a scene of guety 

Of all kinds — chatting, dancing, drinking here - 
Cooking, and making Iotq — can any thing 
In the world be pleaaanter? 



In what character 1 
Are we to know you — devil, or conjuror? 

MEPHI STOPHELES, 

I travel, usnally, ittcognito; 

But upon gala days the great display 

Their fltars and orders. — I've no need to sport 

A garter — for the horse'a foot is here 

In high repute. — See you that sliding snail? 

Eye — smell — touch — all gathered up into one 

Hither she creeps — her trembling feelers out — 

Instincdvely she knows t:hat I am here, 

And touching — smelling — eyeing, on prowls she, ' 

Crowding herself together — wide awake -^ 

Ont of her &ozen sleep suddenly roused. 

Even if I wished disguise, it here would be 

A thing impnsaiblo — come, come with me. 

Forward trom fire we saunter on to fire: 

Play you the lover where I introduce you. 

[As Ihfy past OH, Mepmistopkelks addresm a party silling 
rautid afiw dying embers. 

Old gentlemen, pray, how do you get o 

In the comer here? Why — sure yon ought t 

Alive, and flirting in some merry circle. 



i 

»nght to ba' ^^H 



See, where the gay young girls are giggling, yoad 
If yoa aie thus dall, you might have stayed at h 



Who may trust a people's favour, 
Though he fight for them for ever? 
To nations, as to girls UDgrateM, 
The young are dear, the old are hate&L 

EX-MlNlSrER. 

Little now to prize or prMse; 
— Give me back the good old days, 
When kings and courts obeyed our call, 
And ouTBelves were all in all. 



I was one of Fortune's pupils. 
Disregarded doubts and scruples; 
Thus her golden gifts I found; 
Then, alasl the wheel turned round. 



How public taste declines! — they never 
Read works that once were counted clever; 
— And then the critics — all invidious — 
Pert, prating, ignorant, fastidionsl 

MEFHISTOPHELES (wAi hai im<ldH\ly (uihruiI llnaji^iaiim 

I feel the world is waning into age; 

All things are ripening fast for the last day. 



I 

I 
i 



KS WAOSt. 

With feeble, tottering feet, for tbe Uat time, 
Fve climbed tbe witcbes' hill — the wine of life 
la lov vith mo — and therefore 'tis that I, 
An old man, think the vorld ia on the lees. 

HUCKSTEB-WrrCH. 

Who'll bny? who'll buy? — great bai^^ains goingi 
Bare things here to tempt the knowing I — 
Stop and Bee them I — my collection 

Well deserres minote ingpecdon. 

Such variety, in vain 

Wonld you hope to meet again, 

Of the cnriooB articles, 

Which your own old woman Belh: 

Bare and precious I every one 

Hath on earth Its bnwness done. 

Will yon have tbe dagger knife. 

That hath drained a brother's life? 

Or the cup that held a draft, 

Which waa death to him that gnaffed? 

— This was from a royal feast, 
And a queen bad dragged the bowl: 

— This a chalice, and tbe priest, 

— On him a confiding soul 
" loked for comfort — poured in it 

\om of tbe aconite: 
e are trinkets — chain and gem — 
ing man, you should purchase them — 
arlfl, with which the wealthy donor 
■f—, ^^in -woman to dishonour. 



Poor ^ings! poor thingdl — the best and kindeat 

Fall BooneBt, for their heart is blindest, 

And feels, and loves, and does not reaaoa — 

And they are lost — poor things! poor things! 

— Here are swords, the gift of kluga, 

That have done the work of treason ; 

Or pierced, some coward hand directing, 

The sleeping oi the nnsaHpecting. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Old lady, you mistake the times we live in — 

Every one's heart to novelty is given: 

Tlirow out yonr box of relics — sucl 

As these no creature fancies now or seeks. 

The past is dead and gone — the present passion 

Is novelty — tliis trash is out of fashion. 



Scarce know I who I am or where — 
They crowd aud rush aa at a fair. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Forward the whirling crowd is striving, 
All driven along the stream and driving. 
All rushing on in one direction. 
And each enjoying the refleclinn 
That he to-night is his own sovereign. 
That his own thoughts his movements govern, 
UuconsciouB that the same broad river 
Bears down its wave each self-deceiver. 



^ 



MEFHlSTOFHiXES. 

Her featnrCB closely scan - 
Tia the first wife of the first man. 



Who, aay yon? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 

Asaji'b first wife, Lilith. 
Beware — beware of her Iright hair, 
And the strange dress that glitters there: 
Many a young man ste begnileth, 
Smiles winningly on youtliftil faces, 
But woe to him whom she embraces! 

FAUST (toMnf a' wioIAjt pi^'p}- 

The old grey witch — how she squats down — pootfl 

devil 1 

Panting for breath — half^dead — fainting and floDito'1 
dering — 
■^nd the young vixen with her finds the revel 

tiier too mnch for her — she, too, is foundering. 



HEFHISTOPHBLES. 

■ onsense, the fan will ne'er he over. 
K^idvance, my inend, and play the lover. 



^^^ 



Look, man, the girl's well wortli the winning — 
Come, join the dances just beginning. 

[Faust and Mepkistopheles lakepartae. 

FAUST ((taiinV"'^ Iht ^tmng vHA). 

'TwM Tuy fortune once to eee 

In a dream an apple-tree; 

Eosy apples — one, two, three — 

With a glad siaile tempted me; 

And to-night again I seem. 

In the trance of that sweet dream. 

Lovely is the tree I wis. 

And the apple pleasant Is. 

HIS PARTNER. 

Dear little apples — ay! their price 
Was more than gold in paradise — 
And pleasant to the sight and tonch 
I come from gardens rich in such. 

MEPHISTOPHELES Wth IhiUdvUcK). 

I bad a troubled dream, and it 
Was haggard as a night-mare fi^ 
I saw an old tree torn and split, 
And yet it pleased me, I adndt. 

HIS PARTNER. 

With lowest courtesy I salute 
The gay Itnight of the Horse's Foot: 
Tiie tree of knowledge, trnnk and root, 
Ib his — and his mast be the fruiL 
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PROCTOPHANTASMIST. 

Cursed devils — how they xnnrder 

All attempts at keeping order: 

All in vain it is to prove 

To Spirits by what laws they move: — 

Mocking at all regulation, 

Eidicnling demonstration, 

See them onward still advancing, 

Ghosts! like men and women dancing. 

FAUSTS PARTNER. 

Who's this presumes to interfere? 
What means the forward fellow here? 

FAUST. 

What — he? — why he is every where - 

He never dances — but he guides 

Opinion — disapproves — decides — 

On carriage and the true division 

Of time gives laws with calm precision. 

While others dance he criticizes y 

And all is perfect that he prizes; 

And what he does not prate about 

Is but of small account, no doubt: 

Nay, such his wondrous powers of seeing, 

What he beholds not has no being: 

Our careless grouping must perplex him, 

But dancing forward's sure to vex him. 

The only figures he approves 

Are where the set in circles moves, 




.1 turning lu3 own humdnun rotinil 
Within the same contracted bound, 
Holding, at times, grave consultation, 
Listeuiug to him with veneration, 
As he with magisterial rigonr 
Commands a change of tune and figure. 

PROCTOPHAN XASUIST. 

Still herel defying mel this rahble N " 

Of rude gho3ta! — 'tia intolerable! I 

Whatl restleasly still thronging hither? 

Vanish from my sight — fade — wither — 

How can men say that speclres haunt 'em? 

— The mind, does it not make the phantom? 

Who and what are they? — mere relationB 

That we may see or not at pleasore — 

And here they come and — grant me patience - 

Mix in the dance — conrersa at leisure. 

I thonght, that, by my labours brightened. 

The world for this was too enlightened. 

These devils — they rise, and in derision 

Of all I say, still cross my vision. 

What — beings, that have no existence, 

To mock each law of time and distaucel 

Why, after this, the Tbcibl ghost 

May grin agfun at bis old post 

I thought I'd swept away these fancies 

Of playa, and poems, and romances! 

Still here! with all the noise of Babel, 

These dreams of a forgotten fablel 



r 



TWSTS PARTNER. 

SUence, silence, oM intmdeil 

PROCTOPHANTASM 1ST. 

What! the ghosts are growing rader —\ 

How they beard me, ia defiance / 

Of every inference of science! ^ 

Fiends, I toll yon to your faces, 

I will make yoa know your places! 

"Wliatl in public thus to fool nal 

A mob of ghosts, forsooth, to role as! 

[ 7%r dancing gat* jj 
To-night — why this is Gkiblin-hall, 
Spirits and spectres all in all. 
My comments — what are they? — the cavils, 
Of a sour cynic on his travels, 
A passing stranger's jealoas spite. 
— But Time will set the matter right, 
Good sense assert its proper power, 
Dethrone the tyrant of the hour. 
And take revenge on my tormentors, 
QohUm, and ghoita, and ghoit-tnventori! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He'll throw himself into a puddle: 
There will he, stupefying, muddle. 
Till leeches, clinging to his body, 

weary of their banqnet bloody: 

Bpirits sinking — spirits rising 

one cure is phlebotomizing; 



Delnuons vaniBli soon — the leech 
Diseases of the head can reach 
And cnre them — biting oa the hreech. — 
Blue devils fade fast, and, disappearing, 
Smile on the sage with aspect cheering. 
The brain will thos correct and clear its 
Vague whims, and vexing thoughts of Bpirits. 
— Why have yon quitted thus already 
Your sweet and captivating lady. 
Who sang so lovingly and w*ll, 
And danced so 



Why, I fear to tell; 
But from hor mouth, while she was @ii)ging, 
I eaw a little red monse springing. 

HEPHISTOP HELES. 

Why start at trifles, my good fellow? 
'Tiu well it was not grey or yellow. 
What can these dull suspicioDS profit? 
The mouse — why make a mountain of it? 
A pretty sort of reason this is 
To fly a loving lady's kisses. 



And then I saw - 



H EPH ISTOPHELE5. 

"What? 



r 




Look, Mophifito, tha^ 
See yon far o£F, aud Bhadow-like, a fair 
Pale form — a lovely girl — almost a child — 
Standing alone — witk eweet eyes, aad and mold? 
She looks on ns — she movea — she leaves the place—* 
Her feet are bound — she alides with mournful pace. 
I cannot from mj heart dispel the wild, 
Strange thonght, that her'a is my own Margaret's faca.^ 

MEPHISTOPBELF-S. 

Repel that thonght; 'tis but an idle trick 

Of heated fancy, and tha form yon see 

Is nothing bnt a magic mockery. 

To gaze on it most dangerona may be. 

Charmed by its marble atare, tho blood grows thick! 

And hardens into marble; but ere now 

Ton must have hoard of jialo Medusa's brow, 



Ah, no! a corpse's eyea are those 
Wlioae lida no loving fingers close. 
'Tis she — that form — that face — that 
So oflen to my bosom prest. 

UEPHI STOPHELES. 

Fooll 'tis delusion! eveiy lover 

Would there his charmer's looks diacover. 



What mirth ia here — and, ohl what grief - 

glance 
Still — BtiJl retumB to that pale oonntenance; 
And see around her neck a. elender chain, 
That Btripoa the snowy skin with crimson etain; 
Scarce broader than a knife's thin edge it gleame 
A strangely chosen ornament it seems. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, you are right; for I can see if too, 

— But think no more of it than others do. 
He not surprised, if you should see her carry 
Her head under her arm — 'twere like enough; 
For since the day that PERaBua cat it off, 
Such things are not at all extraordinaiy. 
But see, all others here arc pleasant; 
Cease moping, and enjoy the present: 
All round the hill Js merriment — 
Try thou the same experiment. 
Never did crowded capital 
A gayer throng together call; 
And if my senses do not err. 
Tender's an open theatre. 

— Well, what's your businesa? 

SERVIBILIS. 

We are just beginning - 

'Tis a new piece — the last of seven — seven is 
The customary nnmber here — 'twaa written 
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By a young amateur of fancy — the actors 
Are dilettanti all — your pardon, gentlemen, 
But I must vanish — Tm an amateur 
Myself — and for this one night draw the curtain. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blocksberg for everl — not a player 
On earth but merits to be there! 
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WALPURGIS NIGHT'S DREAM; 

OB, 

The Golden Bridal op Obsron and Titania. 

an interlude. 

MANAGER. 



To-day our trouble is but small ^ 
No need of nice machinery; 

A valley moist and hill are all 
The necessary scenery. 



ilERALD. 



'Mong mortals with the fiftieth year 
Of wedlock comes the GU)lden Feast 

A happier feast of gold is here 
Commemorating discord ceast 



OBERON. 



Subject spirits, crowd the scene, 
Celebrate, with exultation, 

The union of your king and queen. 
This happy reconciliation. 
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PUCK. 

Hero comes Puck — you'll always find me 

Circling in the merry dance, 
And a hundred more behind me 

Twinkling joyous feet advance. 

ARIEL. 

Sweet, heavenly sweet is ArieFs song. 

What a crowd of hideous features 
The music wins, and what a throng 

Follows me of lovely creatures! 

OBERON. 

Men and wives who would agree, 

We invite your imitation; 
The only certain recipe 

For dying love is separation. 

TITANIA. 

If wife be cross, and husband foming. 

To make them know each other's worth, 

To the South Pole take the woman, 
And her husband to the North. 

THE WHOLE ORCHESTRA. 

Insect swarms, in murmuring flight, 
Our musicians of the night. 
Fly, and gnat, and bee, and beetle, 
Fly mouth, nose, and winglet little, 




Crickets, cMrping, 'mong the boshes, 
And hoarse itoge croaHng from the rushes. 



Hear the drowsy bagpipe groan, 

The bag's a soap-biown bnbble airy, 

And grumbling through the winding drone 
Come sullen sounds extraordinary. 



Spider's foot and lizard's belly, 
And winglets for the embryol 

The animated lump of jelly 

Writes Tersos of the smoothest flow. 



PARTNERS DANCING. 

Little steps — light, springy leaps 

Throngli honey-dew and field-flowers fragrant; 
How pleasant, but that sometLing keeps 

From fields of air the willing yagrant! 

INQUISITIVE TKAVELLER. 

A thousand figures here burlesque 

A masquerade's wild gaiety. 
And mingling with the groupes grotesque, 

See heron the little deity. 

ORTHODOX DIVINE. 

Whatl without claws — without a taill 
Yet all whose thoughts are sober on 
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Sack ferionfl sabjeets know too well 
The *^QoDB i3fr Obeecs'* and Qbebos. 

ARTIST FROM THE NORTH. 

As jet my works are sketches merely, 

TLoagh youll admit done prettOy, 
Bat IVe made my arrangements nearly 

For travelling in Italy. 

FORMALIST. 

What sinftil, riotons excesses! 

Fool that I was to join the crowd here — 
Such shockingly indecent dresses! 

And bat a witch in two wears powder! 

YOUNG WITCH. 

Keep powder, patch, and petticoat 

For grey-haired hags — skins smeared and sooly • 
While J sit fearless on my goat 

In the free pride of naked beanty. 

MATRON. 

For scolding weVe too much politeness •— 

Sneers like this are best forgotten. 
Rosy check, and soft neck^s whiteness. 

May they soon be coarse and rotten! 

LEADER OP THE BAND. 

Insect-harpers, as yon wander 

Round the hall in many a ringlet, 




Spare uie naked beauty yonder 
Wound of Bting, or touch of wingleL 
Graashoppors from tbo greea bashes, 
Brown frogs croakiug from the rushes, 
Brave musiciaus for the night. 
Watch that the tune and time go right. 

WEATHERCOCK (ixwili'iv <•> oni dAidinn). 

Well, what a brilliant company! 

The girls haw fair and uuafTectedl 
And not a man but aeema to be 

For beauty from mankind selectedl 

WEATHERCOCK (paintC«g In U> BfpoaiU dirielCim). 

What devils all! unless the ground 

Should cleave asunder to receive them, 

I'll fly from this place, with one bound, 
To hell, or any where, to leave 'em. 



Small as insects, here we brin^ 

Onr little sheers; the crops we gather 

Will be a giatefdl offering 

To SatAD, our liege lord and fatheil 



What merry groupes are crowding there I 

Up to every frolic started; 
And when they're gone — I won't say where — 
We call them foolish, but good-hearted. 



I 



oil bapp;, happy bard I wbom chance 

To BBoh a circle introduces , 
Witli these I'd rather lead the dance 

Than be Apollo with the mases. 

GENIUS OF THE OLD TIMES. 

Come, follow me throngh smooth and rough: 
Cling close — there's little need of ceremony. 

On Blocksberg we'll find room enongh, 
The wide Famassna 'tis of Germany. 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

What's yonder pompons fellow's name? 

With long and solenan strides he's pacing, 
And, like a dog that squSs the game, 

The Jesuits, methinks, he's tracing. 



I seek my prey in waters clear, 
I seek it in the troahled rivers; 

This scene is my delight, for here ■ 
Are devils mixed with true believers.) 



Tue believers every thing 
^orks good in ways all unexpected; 
th bymns the Blocksbeig rocks shall ring 
■m many a convent here erected. 



Is this another company, 

With trumpets soniiding — bflnnera glitterii 
Ko; 'tis tbo boreal lights I see: 

From moi'shes hear the booming bittern. 

DAN CING-M ASTER. 

Dovila — how they fling and jump — 
Through the figure Sonnce and scuffle; 

Spite of wooden leg and hump, 

How they caper, cat, and shuffle! 



Hatred ia every heart! the tone 

Of Orpheus' lyre, with charm celestial, 
Soothed brutes; to~night the bagpipe's drone 

Tames iato peace the bliad aad bestial! 



Well, I'll maintain it — apite of sneer. 
Or argument, or gibe uncivil — 

I see a thousand devils here, 

Which proves the being of a deviL 



Imagination's power to-night 

For my sensorium too latense is; 

If I be all that meets my sight, 

Then surely I have lost my senses. 
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REALIST. 

Bealily ... is torturing me; 

Fm wearied with this scene oi wonder; 
The ground — it seems the ground to be — 

Gives way my tottering feet from under* 

SUPERNATURALIST. 

Here, for mj system, as I rove, 

Delighted I derive assistance; 
If there be devils, it must prove 

Of angels also the existence 

SCEPTIC 

Misled they follow fedry rays, 

That promise gold with gay delusion: 

Dbvil and doubt, the proverb says, 
And both increase to-night's confusion. 

LEADER OF THE BAND. 

Grasshopper among the bushes. 
Brown firog croaking from the rushes. 
Hell and all its devils haunt ye. 
Good-for-nothing dilettanti — 
'^retty sort of harmony, 
fose of gnat and snout of fly. 



SHREWD PEXLOVS. 



Call OB Sani-ioaet — for yoa know 
That each of na, a gay philoHopher, 

If on Mb feet he cannot go, 

Walks on liis head, nor fears a tosB over. 



AWKWARD C 

Oh once, Heaven help ns! we could dance: 
How pomponaly we then did swagger! 

Now shooB out-worn, and eore feet torn, 
Along the conrse we faintly stagger. 

WILL-O'-THE-WISPS. 

From the sink and slough wa come. 

From the hole of Bteaming nitre; 
And yet, in all this dazzling room, 

Shine there eparks more gay or brighter? 

FALLING STAR. 

Rapidly I shot from high. 

With fiery conrse in brightneBS starry; 
Here broken on the grass I lie, 

With none to help me, none to carry. 

HEAVY BODIES. 

Places — places — ronnd go we — 
Where we dance how bare the eod ie; 

Spirits move, and all may see 
Spirits have substantial bodies. 



lAAi 
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PUCK. 

Like awkward elepliants they thnmp 

The ground with clnmsy boofe and heavy; 

Strange shadows! Puck alone is plump, 
The sleekest spirit at the levee. 

ARIEL. 

If wings be yours — boon Nature's gift — 

And if the spirit so disposes, 
Then follow Ariel — follow swift — 

Your guide to yonder hill of roses. 

ORCHESTRA (pianiasimo). 

Daylight! — the cloud-built stage — the wreaths 

Of vapour, — where are they? 
On reed and rush the £ree air breathes, 

And sweeps the dream away. 



A GLOOMY DAY. — A PLAIN. 



In misery — in despair — long waadering 
wretcliedneaa over tlie wide world; and now taken p p 
- s hnt np in the priso n as a malefactor — this gentle, 
unhapp y prpatiirR — Inr horr id toriurea. To th is" — 
an d baa it come to thia? Treacherous, worthleaa 
Spirit! and tliia liast tliou been concealing jrom mel 
Stand, there, standi Ay[ roll tJie devil eyea fiirioualy 
ronnd in thy head — ayl stand and defy me with thy 
nnsiipportable presence. Taken up — in distress 
irretrievable — given over to evil spirits — aban- 
doned to — man — man that passes judgment, and 
"b devoid of feeling; and bU this, while you have been 
lulling and rocking me and deluding me among loath- 
Bome dissipations, and hiding from me her continually 
increasing wretchedness, and have left her to perish 
. without help 1 

MEPHISTOP HEXES. _ 

She is not the first! I 



DogI abhorred monster! turn him, oh, thou infi- 
nite Spirit, turn the reptile again into his dog's shape, 
in which it was often his pleasure to scamper before 



I 



^^ 



me hj night, to roll before the feet of the ddmi 

passer-by, and as he fell to fasten on his ebonldera. 
Turn bim again into bis darling sbape, that he may 
crouch npoa his belly before me in the sand, and that 
I may trample upon him with my foot — the ontcast! 
Not the first! Misery — misery — by no bnman soul 
is it to be fathomed bow more than one creatnio ebonld 
have sunk into the depths of tliis distress — that the 
first should not have suffered enough in her agonising 
tortures to secure the atonement of all the rest before 
the eyes of the Ail-mercifull I feel marrow and life 
harrowed up by the misery of this one — only this 
onel thou art grinning calmly over the fate of thon- 
Bondfll ^1 



MEPHISTOPHELES. -^U 

At our wits' end we are again, it would seem, 
already — just where yon mortals find the overstrtuned 
faculties snap. Why seek our society, if you cannot 
go through with it? Think of flying, and yet art not 
proof against dizziness! Did we force ourselves upon 
thee? or thou thyself upon us? 



Show not thy thirs^ teeth thus defjingly — I 
loatbe thee. Great, glorioos SpiritI thou who didst 
deign to appear to me, thou who knowest my very 
heart and soul, why bast thou chained me with this 
companion who feeds on mischief, and battens • 

traction? 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Are yon done? 

FAUST. 

Save Ler, or woo to tbeel The most horrible 
curae on thee for thousands of ^ears. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I GKonot looaen the avenger's fetters — I cannot 
open hlfl bolta. Save lierl Who was it that threw 
her into ruin — I or thou? 

[Faust locks wildly around. 

Art thon grasping for the thunder? Well, that it 
has not been given to yon wretched mortalfll To dash 
to pieces one who stands in your way, however inno- 
cent — that 19 just the tyrant's way of reacuing him- 
self in every perplexity. ^ 

FAUST- 

Take me thither — she shall be &ee! 

HEPHISTOPilELES. 

The danger to which you expose yourself — have 
you thought of that? The guilt of blood shed by 
yotir hand still lies on the town. Over the place 
where the murder was committed avenging spirits 
hovering and watching for the rotumiug murderer. 



That, too, and from thee? Murder and death 



I 

ath of ^H 
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a world upon tbee, monster I Take me thither, I 
say, and set her at liberty. *"*" 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I will, — .and all I can do I will. What that all 
is, listen till I tell you. Have I all power in heaven 
and on earth? I will cloud the gaoler^s senses. Do 
yon possess yourself of the keys, and carry her off 
with human hand. Meanwhile I watch; the magic 
horses are ready, and I take you away. This much 
I can do. 

FAUST. 

Up and away! 
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NIGHT. — OPEN PLAIN. 
Faust and Mephistophelbs rushing along on black 

HORSES. 
FAUST. 

What are tbe figures near the gibbet doing? 
Weaving, 'twould seem! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No — rather boiling, brewing 
Some filthy broth — mumbling some incantation. 

FAUST. 

East they move, and west they move — now kneel, 
now bend down in prostration. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Witches worshipping their master. 

FAUST. 

They scatter something on the earth, and now seem 

pouring a libation — 
They sprinkle something in the air. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Forward I forward! — faster! faster! 
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PRISON. 

FAUST (with a bmieh cfliya and a lamp, htfors an iron wUM^, 

'Tis many a day since I have trembled tibins. 
Misery on misery heaped — a heavy burden , 
More than man can endnre, has weighed me down. 
And here within these damp walls doth she livei 
And is to die because she was deluded — 
To die for that her brain was wild and frenzied. 
And thou dost hesitate to go to her! 
Dost fear to look upon that face again! 
Onward, irresolute! — this wavering 
Delays not death. 

Iffe takes hold of the lock, — Singing from within^ 
Bang. 

My mother! my mother! 

TIhe wanton woman — My mother hath slam me. 

My father f inhuman, For supper hath to* en me — 

My little sister hath, one hy one^ 

Laid together each small white lone, 

"^Monrj almond blossoms to sleep in the cool; 

And I woke me a wood-bird beautiful. 
Fly awayy fly away^ all the long summer-day, 
Little hird of the woods, fly a/way! fly away! 



FAUST (epaHnfflluit^ciil). 

She feels not tbat her love is liatemng — 

Hear the cbaina, as they clonk, and the straw ruatling. 



UARGARET [hiding htr fact in tin itraa b/ her ludj. 

Woel woe! they cornel they cornel — death, bitter 
death I 

FAUST (r» alacv)ia). 

Hushl hush! 'tia I who come to rescue tlieel 

MARGARET (roKriij/ *iirE«V a! *ft/«J). 

Art thou a man? Have pity npon me. 

FAUST. 

Hash! LushI these screams and shriokH will wake tha 
keepers. 

\_He lain holdoftkt chains to unUci iiem. 

MASGARET {lhxinelvghmsi{! onhttloienUi lam). 

Savage, who gave this cruel power to theeP 

It is not more than midnight now — have mercyl 

Is it too long a time to wait till mom? 

[SAi slandi up. 
And I am still so young — so very youngl 
And most I die so soon? — and I was fair — 
And I was fair, and that was my undoing. 
Oh, if my love were here — but he Is gone — 
Tom is my garland — scattered all its flowers — 



'^ — ** 
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Oh, do not grasp me with such violence — 
Ah, spare me I sore I have not injured thee: 
Let me not weep and pray to thee in vain! 
Spare me — I never saw thy face before. 

FAUST. 

I mnst — I must endure this misery! 

MARGARET. 

I know that I am wholly in thy power — 
Only permit me first to give my breast 
To this poor child of mine: all the long night 
I hugged it to my heart, they took it from me*. 
They took away my child to torture me. 
And now they say that I have murdered it. 
And never never more shall I be happy: 
And they sing songs about me — ^twas ill done; 
It was ill done — so the old ballad runs. 
Who told them I was meant in it? 

FAUST (throm himself doum), 

A lover, Margaret, lies at thy feet; 

He comes to undo these bonds — unloose these fetters. 

MARGARET {throws herself beside him). 

Let us kneel down, and call upon the saints. 
See! see! beneath us hell boils up — the devil 
Iff raving there below in hideous din! 



FAUST (of™*). 

llargaret — Margaret. 

MARGARET (uilh tagir atlmtlm). 

That is my love's voice. 
[S/Vlngs up — Aa- irons fall off. 
WLere is he? — Where? — I heard my own love's 

voice I 
Ifow am I free, none, none sLall keep me from him. 
I'll claap his neck, will lean upon his- bosom; 
I heard him call, — he's standing on the threshold, — 
I heard him call the name of Margaret; — 
Amid the noises and tlio howls of hell, 
And threats, and taunts, and laughs of devilish scorn, 
I heard my own love'a voice — bis loving voice! 



MARGARET. 

'Tis thonl — oh, tell me so once morel 

\PFases him to hir besom, 
'Tis he, 'tis he — my pangs, where are they now? 
Dungeon, and chains, and scaffold, where are they? 
'Tis thon, and then bast come to rescue me. 
I am already free: look — there's the street 
Where we first met — where first I saw my love — 
And yonder is the cheerful garden, smiling, 
Where I and Martha waited to receive thee. 
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FAUST {Bttiving to iaJcB her auaif). 

Gome, come with me. 

MARGARET. 

Oh, stay a little while — 
Some moments more — I love to stay with thee I 

FAUST. 

Haste — baste — a moment lost wo dearly me it 

MARGARET. 

So short a time away from me, my love. 

Already hast forgotten how to kiss! 

Why do I feel so sad upon your neck? 

Time was all heaven was pressing down npon me 

In all thy words, — in every look of thine, 

Yes, very heaven, — and then, then yon did kiss me 

As if you wonld smother me with your kisses 1 

Kiss me — now kiss me, love — or I kiss theel 

[Ski embraced him. 

Ah mel your lips are cold — are dumb — are dead — 
Where are my kisses, where? with whom have you 

left them? 
Where is my love? who robbed me of your love? 

[Turns /ram kim, 
FAUST. 

Gome, come — take courage, follow me, my love. 

I love thee with unutterable love; 

But follow me, — this one — this one request 



MARGARET (tanii«} lo h'u). 

And IB it thoQ, aad is it thoa indeed? 

FAUST. 

Yes, yes I But cornel 



And do yon break my cbuns! 
Aud do yon take me to yonr heart againl 
How is it yoa do not sbndder at my sigbt? 
And kuowest tbou whom thon art delivering? 



Gomel — the deep night is fading fast away. 

MARGAKET. 

M y mother, I have mnrdered her ■ — try ''■^'^ '^ i 

I browned my child — Uh was it not a giil 

To thee ani me? — yes theel yea, thinel and tbou 

art here, 
I scarcely can believe it is thyself. 
Give me tby hand — it is not then a dream; 
Thine own dear band. Ob, God I bis band ia moist — 
Wipe, wipe it offi metbongbt it felt like bloodl 
What bast tboa done? Fat np the bloody awoid; 
I pray thee do. 



Oh (biok not of the past; 
That which is done, is done. Ton are killing me. 



-•- ^^ 
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MARGARET. 



No, 70a must live. No, yon have to remain, 

I will describe to 70U the graves which 70a 

To-morrow must see made; the best place give 

To m7 poor mother — near her la7 m7 brother — 

And b7 their side, a little space awa7. 

But not too far from them must be m7 place — 

And la7 the little one on m7 right breast; 

No other will lie with me in that bed! 

To nestle down in quiet side b7 side 

To thee — oh what a happ7 thing it was — 

A happ7 thing that never more can be. 

I feel as if I forced m7self on thee. 

And that thou wert repelling m7 embrace; 

And 7et thou art the same — and 7et th7 looks 

Are good and kind, as the7 have ever been. 

FAUST. 

Oh, if thou feelest that 'tis I, come, come. 

MARGARSrr. 

What? out there? 

FAUST. 

TesI out into the firee air. 

MARGARET. 

A7, to the grave — does not death lurk without? 
Dome to the bed of everlasting rest — 
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Tes, yes — that's all — that's all — not a step far- 
ther — 
Are 70U going, Henry? may I go with yon? 

FAUST. 

Come, come; the gates are open, only come. 

MARGARET. 

I dare not go; there is no help for me. 

What good is it to fly? My steps are watched. 

It is a hard thing to be forced to beg, 

And harder, harassed by an evil conscience. 

"Tis hard to wander in a foreign land, 

And then, whatever I do, at last they^ll seize me. 

FAUST. 

I will be with thee. 

MARGARET (tcOdfy). 

Fly, fly, 
Save thy poor child; 
Away to the road. 
By llie side of the stream, 
And across the path 
That leads to the wood; 
Then tnm to the left, 
And over the plank, 
It lies in the pond. 
Loiter not, linger not. 
Still does it stir 
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With the motion of life. 
The little hands straggle 
More faintlj and faintlj, 
Eescnel Oh rescue! 

FAUST. 

Recall thj wandering mind — be calm! be calml 
One step, and yon are free. 

MARGARET. 

Oh, that we had but left that hill behind! 
See there, my mother sitting on a stone — 
Icy-cold comes a dead hand on my temples. 
My mother there is sitting on a stone, 
And her grey head is trembling, and her eyes 
Close, and she now has ceased to nod; her head 
Looks heavy, and she sleeps too long — too long - 
Oh, when she sank to sleep how blest we were! 
It was a happy time! 

FAUST. 

She listens not; 
Words have no weight with her. There is no way, 
But forcibly to bear thee hence. 

MARGARET. 

Touch me not; no, I will not suffer violence: 
Seize me not with that murderer^s grasp; whatever 
I did was done for thee, my love. I did 
Every thing my love asked me, willingly. 



FAUST. 

Day davns — oh, Laslou hence, my love! mj lovei 



Day! yes, 'tia day, the last, the jadgment-day; 

Aly bridal-day it Bhoold have beeu; tell none 

That thou haat been with poor weak Margaret. 

Alas! my garland is already withered; 

W,e'll meet again, but not at dances, love: 

The crowd is gathering tnmiiltnoiisly, 

The Eijnare and street are thronged with crushing thon- 

sands; 
The hell hath sounded; the doath-waud is broken; 
They bind and blindfold me, and force me on: 
On to the scaffold they have hurried me; 
Down in the chair of blood they fasten me: 
And now, throagh every neck of all that multitude 
Ib felt the bitter wound that severs mine. 
The world is now as silent as the gravel 



Oh, that I never had beep boml 

'Ylf ' /mEPHISTOPHBLES (a^f4ars al IHiosr). 

Away, or yon are lost; 

This trembling, and delay, and idle chattering, 

"Will be your mln; hence, or you are lost; 

My horses shiver in the chilling breeze 

Of the grey morning. 
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MARGARST. 

What sbape is that which rises from the eardi? 
Tis he, 'tis he, oh, send him from this place; 
What wants he here? Oh, what can bring him here? 
Wl^ does he tread on consecrated gionnd? 
He comes for me. 

FAUST. 

Oh, thou shalt live, my love. 

MARGARET. 

Xfpon the judgment-throne of Gk)d, I call*, 
On God I call in humble supplication. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (to FAUST). 

Come, or I leave thee here to share her fate. 

MARGARET. 

Father of heaven, have mercy on thy child. 
Ye angels, holy hosts, keep watch around me. 
Henry — I am afraid to look at thee. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come — she is judged 1 

VOICE (from above). 

Is saved* 
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MEPHISTOPHELES (to FAUST). 

Hither to mel 
[Disappears with Faust. 



VOICE ijrwk within dying auajf). 

Henry! Henry! 



THE END. 
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